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It is not by any means necessary that the 
foundation of a book should be as deep, broad, and 
substantial as the foundation of a house. Has not a 
very charming romance been based upon a feather, 
and an agreeable essay built upon a pin ? Moreover, 
is it not confessed that the contemplative mind may 
extract philosophy from a daisy, moralize upon a 
mouse, or people a blade of grass ? — ^read books in 
the running brooks, sermons in stones, and good in 
everything ? 

Nothing, therefore, can be easier than to write a 
book. 

Impressed with this flattering conviction, we 
conceived the desperate resolve of putting it into 
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1 PREAMBLE. 

practice, and incontinently proceeded thereto. We 
would vary our art-piu:suit and write a book. Wo 
sat weary and unprofitable hours, awaiting the 
advent of the little fundamental idea upon which to 
build. Vainly did we roll eager and searching eyes 
fi*om heaven to earth, — ^that is to say, from ceiling to 
floor, from floor to ceiling, — imagination bodied 
nothing forth — ^the pin or the feather upon which 
to found oiu: book made no appearance, and the 
inkhom, in whose dark depths lay some magnum 
opus (like the hypothetical sculpture so beautifully 
said to lie hid in every block of marble, needing only 
the hand of genius to unveil it), remained undis- 
turbed. 

At least, it would have remained imdisturbed, 
and these pages unpenned, if the little dialogue here 
following, between a child and her mother, had not, 
at that particular moment of our exigency, fallen 
upon our ear as we sat in the chimney nook : — 

" Mamma,'' said the writer's bright-eyed little 
daughter Trottie, who counts exactly six springs — 
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PREAMBLE. 1 1 

"Mamma, why do you always wear this ring?' at 
the same time caressing her mother's left hand, and 
indicating the third finger. 

Because papa gave it to me, dearest." 
Long ago, mamma V 
Yes, pet, many years.'' 
" And have you always worn it since papa gave 
it to you r 
Always," 

Why did he give you the ring, mamma V 
" Because he loved me." 
(We objected to the past tense.) 
" Because he loves me !" 

(We intimated that a mild supplementary 
adverb would not have been painftd to our feel- 
ings.) 

" Because he loves me dearly — ^very dearly !" 
eagerly added our wife, correcting herself and press- 
ing our hand warmly. 

Do you never take the ring off, dear mamma V 

Never !" (emphatically.) 
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1 2 PREAMBLE. 

"Why do you never take off that ring'?" de- 
manded the child with provoking persistence. 

There was a pause. 

" Would it be wicked V 

" No, my bird, not wicked." 

" But if you were to lose it V pursued the intel- 
ligent little maiden. 

" That would indeed be a loss to me !" 

" Why, dear mamma V 

This interrogative being somewhat difficult to 
answer, the mother suddenly discovered that it was 
high time little ladies should be in bed and asleep ; 
thereupon the colloquy ended, and the little lady 
retired to her cot. 

In that child's thought and speech lay the germ 
of this book. 

The bright Httle maiden slept, the lamps were 
lighted, and the curtaiQS drawn ; the quiet of night 
reigned, the needle flew, and the hours stole along ; 
and still we sat, toasting our paternal slippers by 
that winter fire, piursuing the child's conceit. 



PREAMBLE. 1 3 

For the slight dialogue had touched us. In the 
child it evinced intelligence, wit, and an inquiring 
mind; in the wife it proved a firm (and happily 
common) belief in the traditionary virtue of that 
symbol of the marriage bond— the ring. 

And as we dwelt upon the thoughts which that 
one prime thought evolved, we felt a glow from the 
tips of our slippers to the depth of our heart, and 
from the depth of our heart to our understanding. 

A light (which was not of the hearth) became 
visible to us. We saw the chance reflection of the 
child develope itself into a precious conviction, and 
the silence and the warmth and the busy needle all 
combined to round it into form. 

Said we to ourself " Let me first test it, and see 
if it be really so or no." 

Thereupon we bade our wife lay aside her task 
for a short space, and rest. 

Presently, holding her hand, we said : — " That 
dear child's remark calls to my mind a proposition I 
wish to make to you. I have perceived that your 
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wedding ring fits you ill ; your trials and toils have 
somewhat modified the roundness of this dear hand 
since I sHd it on. The ring is, moreover, worn, — 
much worn ; — it never was so stout an one as I 
could wish, — ^therefore " — 

" Therefore V echoed our wife, greatly perplexed 
at our introductory remarks, and stiQ more perplexed 
as to the sequel — " Therefore f" 

" Therefore," said we, looking steadUy into her 
face to conceal our own anxiety, " I am going to buy 
you a new one in exchange for it." 

" Never ! " exclaimed she, startiug to her feet, 
"Oh, never!" 

" My dear, how needlessly you excite yourself ! 
Why should you object to so reasonable a propo- 
sition 1 " 

" Change my wedding ring ? Part with this 
sacred pledge? Surrender this precious symbol 
of — '' (we omit the remainder of the speech, as too 
complimentary to ourself for publication), '' Never^ 

oh, NEVER !" 
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" But why, my deax, why ? " 
" ' Whyf Because to lose this ring would be to 
lose that which cannot be replaced ! " 
" What can you mean V 
" I mean that it is a charmed ring !" 
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This was the clue we wanted ; this was the assu- 
rance we sought. The test had entirely answered 
our expectations. 

Thus the chance thought of the child took its 
little root, and thus, in the fullness of time, the vain 
mountain heaved, and the little book was bom. 
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A FANCIFUL FLIGHT FOE A GUSTY KiGHT, 



Cl^t Utinstfr §dfrjr. 



(CONCOTJBSE or WINDS.) 



The Master- Spirit of the Winds : — 

" Ye restless agents of my will, — 
Ye ministers of good and ill ; — 
Ye forces of a boundless power 
That rends the oak and spares the flower ;• 
That lightly bears the feeble moth, 
Or scatters navies in its wrath ; — 
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That utters in the selfsame breath 
The hymn of joy, the wail of death ; — 
That hurls a thousand thunders high. 
Or breathes the infant's lullaby ;— 
That wildly sports in cloudland height^ 
Or woos the ephemeris to flight ; — 
Ye viewless Powers of my estate 
Attend 1 your hither course relate : 
Set briefly forth how ye fulfil 
Your oflSces of good and ill; 
What chances met ye by the way 
Wherein your varied courses lay ; 
What special mission sent ye forth 
To scourge or vivify the earth ; 
And how the trust to ye consigned 
Hath sped. 

Tell, Spirits of the Wind I " 
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First Group of Spirits : — 

" O Master 1 on a sunless morn 
In hyperborean eavem born. 
We fled the gloom of polar skies^ 
The realm where Nature lifeless lies, — 
And darting thence^ like fiends unbound. 
We scattered Desolation round ! 
Panting we sped ; the while our breath 
Accure'd gave universal death. 
We strode the land, — and fruit was none ; 
We trod the waters, — all was stone I 
We met a fleet in full career, — 
'Twas riveted in icy bier I 
We reached a vale in verdure proud. 
And rich in fruits^ — we left a shroud ! 
We touched a rain-cloud on our path, — 
A stony torrent ploughed the earth 1 
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And as we kept our wild career, 

The barren lands, — the herbage sere, — 

The voiceless birds, too numbed for flight, — 

The insect kingdom lost to sight. 

And universal blank of Death 

Attest the havoc of our breath. 

" Our course in bitter climes begun 
Grew kindlier, as we felt the Sun. 
Kuin no longer marked our way. 
For if we smote, 'twas not to slay. 
'Twas ours to cool the fevered brow ; — 
Revive the life-tide thin and slow, — 
Forewarn Miasma to retreat, 
And stay the oppressive solstice heat. 

" Stern, fierce, benign, — whate'er our mood. 
The instruments of ill or good, 
Thus far have we achieved, O Spirit, 
The destiny we did inherit ! " 
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Second Group of Spirits : — 

** Where the eternal Ocean lies 
Blue^ broad^ and boundless as the skies 
Our being dates. We trod the main — 
Would wrestle on its vast campaign^ 
Then mounts and prank upon a cloud, 
And roll, or spread the fleecy shroud^ — 
Or shape it with fantastic arts^ 
Or rend into a thousand parts* 
Then would we dip to earth again^ 
And try our metal with the main. 
We caught its billows by the crest. 
And into furrows tore its breast. 
We flung to Heaven the seething spray. 
And dared its waters to the fray. 
Anon the sky its terrors wore, 
And pregnant clouds in anger tore ; 



22 AGATHA. 

Voided their torrents at a blow. 

And hurled them headlong down below ! 

" Once, when the hurly-burly blew, 
And frolic into fiiry grew, 
A ship, with freight of human life. 
Adventured on the scene of strife. 
^ A toy /^ vre cried, and with a yell 
On the devoted bauble fell ! 
We snapt the cordage, — rent the sail, 
And gave the ribbond to the gale 1 
The nimble lightnings joined the sport , 
The thunders lent us their retort ; 
And Echo, o'er the savage main, 
Keturned us crash on crash again. 
While we this hellish hubbub make, — 
Ha, ha ! to see the mortals quake I 
Men who had never owned a fear, 
Now crazed and terror-blanched appear; 
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And some who never prayed before, 
Mutter their Pater Noster o'er. 
One wretch abandons child and wife. 
And hugs his purse — his life of life ; — 
We catch away the golden heap. 
And cast it to the lowest deep ; 
He sees : and with a maniac laugh 
Leaps headlong in the yearning trough I 

'* Our fury spent, we cease the fray. 
And roll the tempest clouds away ; 
And smooth the waters we had riven. 
Until they calmly mirror Heaven. 

" Then onward to the far-off shore 
Our uneventful journey wore ; 
And welcome met us as we gave 
The living virtue of the wave. 
We passed where Winter trod before,r-r. 
The trees again their honours bore ; 
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We oped the flowers, while from the earth 
Instinctiye myriads sprang to birth. 

^^ Thus, Master, follow in our train. 
Life, Health, and Gladness once again ! * 



Third Group of Spirits : — 



•* Where Darkness from the Orient Sun 
First flits, our being was begun. 
Mid vapours of the dank morass. 
And murky pits infect with gas. 
And forests of primeval night, 
We sprang to being and to light ; 
And fi*om the dry and torrid East, 
Pregnant with power, were we released. 
We crossed the vasty Syrian plain, 
Licked up the thin and fiery grain, 
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A moment held it o'er the earth, 
Then belched it in a torrent forth ; 
Then would we spin upon the plain. 
And catch it in the swirl again I 
And now we flashed throughout the land. 
Relentless as a burning bi^and. 
Men saw the dearth, they felt the blast. 
And prone to earth their faces cast ; 
Then rose a wail as we passed by, 
And dread ^ Sirocco! ' was the cry. 
Anon we put our scourges forth. 
And joined the arrows of the North. 
We scorched the flower or e'er it grew ; 
The youngling of the flock we slew ; 
We smote the greybeard, and he lay 
A monument to mark our way! 

^^ Yet not alone on rigour bent, — 
Yet not alone on spite intent: 

C 
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We sped to foil the Austral heat, 
Sol's bright excess to stay— defeat ; 
Make just the balance, check the wrath 
'Twixt hostile winds of South and North. 

". Thus, Mighty Spirit, have we striven. 
Obedient to the mission given ! " 



Fourth Group of Spirits : — 



" Far westward, in a floral grove. 
We hovered first, and learned to rove ; 
Tarried in woods of year-long green. 
Or played where streamlets steal unseen. 
Dismissed at length, away we pass 
O'er nodding pine and waving grass ; 
Winnow the hill tops as we sail. 
And rustic through the scented vale. 
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" Anon we reach and skim the shore^ 
Ocean leaps up as we pass o'er. 
And as we dance in giddy swirls. 
He pelts us royally with pearls. 

** We bound from crested wave to wave. 
And chase them into creek and cave. 
Until we wed the southern breeze. 
And scud again across the seas. 
We knit our wings, and on we hie. 
Sipping the sea-salt as we fly. 
The ocean crossed, we touch the shore. 
And thread the campaign o^er and o'er. 
We sought for sweets, but all was sere : 
Stagnation, Dearth and Grief were here ! 
A city in a hollow lay. 
And o'er it, like a bird of prey. 
Death hovered king ; the ghastly slain 
Betrayed the terror of his reign. 

C2 



28 AGATHA. 

He tottered in his fatal car 

As he pra^sented us afar ; 

In rank resistless, with a shout 

We put the Pest to utter rout ; 

We caught the brooding monster^ Death, 

And slew the Slayer with a breath ! 

We raised the veil that hid the sky. 

And grateful peeans rose on high. 

We struck the clouds with sudden power. 

Shedding the soft and kindly shower ; 

The grateful herbage freely drank, 

And incense rose from bank to bank, 

And songs of gladness filled the air, 

Where all was terror and despair ! 

The mournful dirge and passing bell 

No more their solemn tiding tell; 

While, as they sang the gay refi*^n, 

We piped the carol back again. 
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" Thus, Master, have we carried forth 
The aim benignant of our birth/' 



The Master- Spirit of the Winds : — 



** 'Tis well. O ministrants of air. 
The healthful earth attests your care. 
The murmuring grove, the restless sea, 
Attest your power, where'er ye be. 
The fleeting pageant of the sky, — 
The winged songster, borne on high,— 
Her note spontaneous, heard afar. 
Attest the ministers ye are ! 

" Though stem and terrible your power- 
Relentless in avenging hour. 
Though ye at times destroy — distress,^— 
Albeit your purpose is to bless ! 
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The Grand Designer would control 

The whole in one harmonious Whole : 

So hostile forces meet and, sooth, 

Assert the universal truth 

That, foil and contrast are but given 

To make the unity of Heaven I 

And though ye smite, or though ye spare, 

Like instruments of good ye'are. 



^^ Great Forces, hence, your course pursue. 
And cross the planet through and through ! 
Bear swiftly to remotest earth 
The ordered purpose of your birth ; 
And, as ye journey, tell the tale 
To plain and mountain, wood and dale, 
Until the echoes far and near 
Repeat the tidings that ye bear! 

Great Forces, hence, your course renew, 
And thread the planet through and through ! 
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'* While ye, less mighty local powers. 
That steal their fragrance from the flowers ; — 
That dart in wilfiil, lawless glee. 
And sigh in cave, or sing in tree ; — 
That catch the lover's vow, so dear. 
And tell it into willing ear;— 
That loosen curls about the face, 
And give to beauty richer grace, — 
Hither ! ye vocal sprites of air, 
Ye nimble agents, swift and rare. 
Whose note affrights audacious Sin, 
Smiting the craven heart within ; 
Whose warning voices cry * beware,** 
And startle Folly in her lair ; 
Whose whispered pity soothes the breast 
Of stricken Sadness into rest ; 

Whose clarion bids the dastard stand ; 
Whose breath revives the dying brand ;— 



Away, yc volant tongues of air, 
The guilty BCourge, — the wrong repair! 
I thus inspire ye ! . . . . and assign 
To each a part in my design 
Secret and sp6ciaL 

Thus .... away 1 
Achieve the works as best ye may ! " 





C^£ Jtalm of jKams. 

(UBIQUE.) 

The Gemus of Dreams {soUKquizing') : — 

*' Wbapt in het sober mantle of the night, 

Hushed Nature yields to quiet and to sleep. 
A genial sofl allurement stUle the note 

Of jocund Life with silence dull and deep ; 
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Arrests the woodland quires melodious flight. 
And stays the million habitants of air 
With soothing care ; 
Closes with moist caress and pressure light 
The dainty flowers ; while, presently, there float 
Slow drowsy exhalations from morass 

And slimy moat 
With ghostly stealth, to bead the bladed grass 
And thirsting herb ; while, ever and anon, 
The winds a watchword mutter — and are gone ! 



" This curtained half of men their wars forbear ; 
(For life is but a struggle against life. 
And being is but winning in the strife.) 
Toil-respited, behold, the weary head 
Cushioned, or pillowed on its rugged bed, 
Still throbs with its chimera ! There is rest 
For Nature, none for Man ! The nightly dream 
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Is but the shadow of the daily quests 

The daily quest the shadow of the dream. 

And Vanity the one eternal theme ! 
Self the one instinct ! Men do sleep, and pass 
Into this realm of Dreams, at once possest 
Of life, and absolute will, and swift emprise 

That beggar waking action 1 At a bound 
Man grasps fruition ; — ^his creative soul 

Wills and attains! Like echo to the sound. 
The wish-begetting thought the wish supplies. 
Spuming all laws, all order, all controul. 

Enter, perturbed Humanity, and dream ; 
Be as ye are, and be not as ye seem ! 



" Corporeal being at the portal gate 
Of my domain stands bar'd; while, like the ray 
Shot through abyss of space from fixed star. 
The enfranchised soul flies onward, far and far. 
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Supreme o'er Nature, Time, and Fate, 
Ages embracing in her transient sway, 
Worlds in her moment's flight. 

But brief as bright the vision. Like the light 
Electric, seen not in the garish day, 

The mind's pourtrayals, vivid in the night. 
With the returning morrow pass away. 



" Now is my kingdom peopled. Far and wide 
The motley throng possess it. All degrees 
Of good and ill ; all natures and pursuits 

Of great and small ; 

Pomp, Penury, and Pride, — 

Health, Pain and Ease ; 
All years, distinctions and estates, — all, all 
Have here their little world, and each one bruits 

His own particular theme 
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In what men call 
A Dream 1 



^Tis here contend 
For ever and for ever, without end, 

Man's foibles, passions, lusts, infirmities ; 
And here his purer nature taketh flight, 
Mounting like incense to the skies, — 
Tasting the holy quiet — ^the delight — 

Tumultuous earth denies. 
For dreams are as the keynote of the soul. 

Shewing her features. Here she spurns disguise, 
And forth she wanders free, in uncontroul. 

Loathsome or beauteous. Lo, the mingled train 
Invade already my domain. 



r"* 



Enter, perturbed Humanity, and dream I 
Be as ye are, and be not as ye seem. 
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" Here's Age, 
Forgetful of his life's last page, 
Careering in the headlong sports of youth. 
In feast, in surfeit. At the ribald jest. 

How laughter, like a palsy, shakes his thin 

Grey, hairs ! and how the early-rooted sin, 
With desolating and relentless tooth, 
Saps the almighty reason I and the breast. 

So capable, so dowered with high power. 
Hell to one satan now, is all possest 

With the grown vice of Youth's unguarded hour ! 
He passes ; and a traitor cries 
^ Here^s blood for gold /' and in his sleep again 
Does the damnM treason. There, young Love, forsooth, 

After a weary day of tea,rs and sighs, 
A-tiptoe culls reluctant sweet delights, 

And basks beneath the gaze of kindling eyes. 
And swoons into the clasp of loving arms. 
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*^ A banquet here invites 
Scanty wasted Penury : he quaffs the mead^ 
Eats and rejoices ; then with lordly gaze^ 
Mocking his own forgotten evil days, 
Plays Dives to the tattered Son of Need 

Who craves an alms. 
A patriot here, in charnel dungeon thrown, 

Tastes visionary freedom, and again 
His mountain home possesses. War's alarms. 

Oppression, bondage, infamy and pain, 
Are all in this blest interval unknown ; 
His gyves become the fold of gentle arms. 
His stony pillow seems to him the breast 

On which he loved to rest. 
The Tyrant here is level with the slave. 
And ghastly portents mar his trance : 
He sees with fearful glance 
Already at his throat the avenging glaive ; — 
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He hears the widow^s plaint^ the orphan's cry — 
He heats — and in his mortal agony 
Shrieks ^ Mercy ! ' and^ awaking, curses night, 
Darkness and dreams, more searching than the light. 



Enter^ Humanity^ and dream ; 

Be as ye are, and be not as ye seem ! 



" Hither^ with stealthy foot and rolling eye 
(His mask of loyalty thrown off), glides one 

False to the marriage tie ; 
While she, his spotless partner, by his side^ 
Proud in her trust, and joyous in her pride. 
Walks Heavenward, unsuspecting and alone. 

And here a money-heaping wretch glides forth 
Joyless and naked, lonely on the earth ; 
The fellowship of men, — the loving heart, — 
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The boon of sunshine and the sense of good; — 
The grateful calm, — the meditative mood, — 

The nightly quiet and the peace, — 
Naked of all ! He cries * Great as thou arty 

My treasure, ohy increase ! increase I increase ! 
And bless mine eyes I ' 
And clutching at the phantom, lo, he dies ! 
And hither, wrapt in meditation sweet, 

A saintly spirit wanders. Yestermom 
The birth-rack and the bliss of motherhood, 
The throe, the terror, the delight. 

Passed o'er her, and her babe was born. 
Its cries her eager failing senses greet — 
Joy for an instant spreads its hectic flood 
Across her brow, — she dreams into her rest ; 
The babe sleeps calmly on an icy breast ! 

A gamester is permitted here to see 
The thing that he may be. 
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Hope, happiness and honour, one by one. 
Pride, name, and heritage, all, all are gone. 

Lost on the desperate chance ! 
Appalled, he wakes, and waking he is saved ! 
He bursts the toils wherewith he was enslaved. 
And, monished by the picture in his trance, 

Awaking he is saved 1 



" Thus, for a space, the spirit, unconstrained. 
Foretastes its free existence, and the heart. 
Before its own tribunal self-arraigned, 
Stands sadly, like a guilty thing apart. 
Confessing and confest, — 
While Conscience sits in judgment. Truly blest 
The tranquil dreamer ! Common things of day. 

In visionary beauty drest. 
Live though their sun be set and past away. 
And all the joys of life are twice possest. 
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** Still be my purpose to assert my sway 

To blessed ends ; that, as the nightly veil 
Makes blank the visible things of nether earth. 
But gives those bright and fair creations birth. 
Unseen, unthought of by the light of day, 

So, brightest where the deepest glooms prevail, 
Hope, star-like, may rise lucid through the night, 
And, star-like, may diffuse her purer light. 
Nor with the morrow wholly pass away ! 



^* Enter, perturbed Humanity, and dream ! 
Dream of thy wanton follies ; — the regret 

Of blessings wasted, — the misuse of Time; — 
The shame, the tribulation, and the fret. 
That tread upon the flying heels of Crime. 
Enter and dream ! 
Be warned, and mend. 
Thou mortal who dost wilfully offend ! 

d2 
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Feel the dire whip that unappeased Remorse, 
Resistless in its force, 
Itself bestows 
In pangs far keener than the body knows ! 
Enter and dream ! 
From pain secure, 
Thou mortal who dost worthily endure ! 

Feel the content and gladness that attend 
The sinless soul triumphant ! To the pure 
Be purity and quiet without end ! 



Enter, Humanity, and dream : 

Be as ye are, and be not as ye seem." 



. ^olanir. 




T was Christmas time, 
and it was night. A 
ftjl moon rode the 
cloudless heavens, and 
gave back so gloriously 
the lustre she borrow- 
ed that even Shadow, 
shrinking behind ga- 
bles and into rifts and 
pits, seemed but a 
diminished degree of 
light, for Ught was 
everywhere. The most 
noisome pool, the most 
matter, caught tlie pure beam, and gave 
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back light for light ; while death and corruption 
wore the beauty of life and health under the gaze 
of that broad-faced orb. The earth was studded 
like the heavens, for as you walked you trod upon 
stars. The last leaf as it quivered to the ground, 
threw off bright scintillations ; and the metallic gleam 
was shot clear, sharp, and glinting from every gross 
substance, silvered and purified with the fictitious 
gloss. 

What a night for spirits and kelpies, warlocks, 
fairies, pixies, nixies, and sperrimongles ! Assuredly, 
if ever there could be a spot and a moment when 
this dull work-a-day world is surrendered to the 
absolute dominion of elfin powers, it must be here 
and it must be now ! 

Stillness was as universal as light, and nothing 
but the whistle of the roving wind, or the echo of the 
far-off minster bell, broke the deep silence that 
reigned. 

The beam of this winter-moon penetrated the 
lattice of a chamber where a young man lay in 
uneasy slumber. The disordered bed-clothing denoted 
that sleep had unwillingly visited his pillow, whUe the 
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clenched fist, the knitted brow, and the irregular, 
fitfiil breathing shewed that it brought him no solace. 
A shaft of light presently falling fiill upon the 
sleeper's face awoke him with a start. " Agatha ! 
Agatha ! is it indeed thou ? " he cried wildly, " Bah ! 
the dream again — The Dream ! '' and Roland's breast 
heaved painfully, as his distraught mind gradually 
recovered a sense of his whereabout. Then, wiping 
the sweat from his face, he leapt from the bed and 
passionately closed the shutter, for the Ught was 
intolerable to him, muttering "Tis the moon, the 
insidious ray of the moon, that causes these appalling 
dreams. I have heard it even induces madness. 
Twice this night have I had that same vision. I will 
sleep no more !" And the young man again tottered 
to his couch, and instead of lying down sat beside it. 
But now the subtle influence which he determined to 
resist overcame him, and despite his efibrts he again 
slept ; but it was not the placid repose of the guilt- 
less. Conscience, that inexorable tormentor, slum- 
bered never, and again the hasty breathing, — the 
pallid face, — the plunging limbs, — the convulsive grip, 
— the cry, and the awaking, betrayed the fearful 
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nature of his dream. His heart beat audibly, and a 
hali-articulated groan of relief escaped him, as he 
comprehended that it was not a reality. 

" Thank God, 'tis not so ! Thrice to-night have 
I had that same mysterious, unaccountable dream : — 
that they were upon my track, — ^that they dragged 
me to the seat of justice, and branded me 'fratricide^ 
— ^nay, that they even bade me write the story of it, 
and invoke the tardy retribution. Hark ! '' 

Just then the winter winds without seemed to 
vex his shutter with a wailing sound. Is it a name 
they articulate ? It cannot be ; but the minster clock 
far away, telling the second hour, appeared to him as 
it boomed upon the still air, to mutter round the 
house " Wrong, mrong !" His smitten heart paused 
in its throbbing, a cold dew hung upon him, and his 
chattering teeth shewed that the strong man, wont 
to be boisterous in his mirth, daring in his strength, 
had succumbed to a great terror. 

" Pshaw ! " he exclaimed with an effort, after an 
interval, ** am I a child that I should be aiErighted 
with a dream, or a fool that I should interpret the 
common sounds that break the stillness of the night, 
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and say they speak to we / ... . But in very truth 
I did a cruel, aye, a criminal thing ! O Agatha, dead 
Agatha ! can nothing appease thine avenging spirit, 
and give me rest of heart and mind ? '' 

The rude wind again bore onward the deep dia- 
pason of the minster bell, which now to his disordered 
ear seemed to utter the word " Atone ! " 

" ' Atone ! ' aye, would that I could atone ! for 
whether it be the phantasy of my excited mind, or 
the wild htimour of the spirits of Darkness that 
scourges me with these scorpions of remorse, I know 
not — care not ! the sin, deep and unnatiu-al, rests upon 
my head ! Would, indeed, that I could atone ! ^' and 
Roland buried his face in his pillow, and siurendered 
himself to the remorse that overwhelmed him. 

What had been Roland's sin 1 

His father, upon his death bed, summoned him to 
his side, and pointing to Agatha, his beloved 
daughter, bade Roland, by all he held sacred, to be 
both a father and a brother to the orphan girl, for 
whom he could make no provision, his property being 
entailed to Roland. He died, and Roland, a man of 
worldly, selfish, heartless character, found his sister 
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Agatha an enciimbrance. In his secret heart he 
wished her dead. A damnable thought came to him. 
Had he not studied medicine ? — And did he not 
know of a drug which, if imbibed, slowly but surely 
arrested the tide of life, leaving no trace ? 

Prostrated with agitation and fe,tigue the wretched 
young man at length sank into a profound sliunber, 
from which the soughing of the wind, the echoes of 
the bell, or the dazing light of the moon, aroused him 
no more. 

The chamber was utterly dark and utterly still ; 
the deep breathing of the sleeper alone giving 
evidence that it was tenanted. 

An hour had passed, duly recorded by the iron 
tongue of the minster bell afar, when again the rest- 
less wind appeared to beset the casement, imtil at 
last a gust, more vehement than heretofore, obtained 
an ingress, and slightly parted the closed shutter, 
admitting a luminous column of light into the room. 

What does that light reveal 1 

A man is sitting motionless as a statue, and as 
white, before the table. His glazed eyes are riveted 
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upon space, and he scarcely seems to breathe. But 
now a shght motion of the lips indicates that he 
speaks ; — ^yet there is no soiuid beyond the deep 
breathing, — no word corresponds to the increasing 
effort at articulation. 

Imperceptibly the opening in the shutter widens, 
and the light is levelled full upon him. He heeds it 
not, his gaze is still fixed upon vacuity. See! his 
hand moves slowly upon the table... who is the man 1 
— ^what is he doing 1 — ah ! another sharp gust of 
wind, reacting upon the shutter, closes it fiercely, 
and all is darkness again, and absolute stillness, — 
broken only by the heavy respiration of the sleeper. 

It was early morning when Roland awoke, and as 
he threw open the lattice, and felt at once bathed in 
the cool, healthful morning breeze, all impression of 
the night's sensation passed away. Remorse had 
vanished with the darkness. 

Presently turning to his table, Roland's eye fell 
upon his open desk, and he stood transfixed. It was 
no unearthly phenomenon, no ghost, but, on the 
contrary, a very substantial, commonplace, and well- 
vised piece of furniture ; nevertheless, he stood aghast 
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before it, for, how came it there ? Roland recollects 
most distinctly having left it overnight in the room 
below, as usual, securely locked, the key he put 
under his pillow : — some one must have brought it 
hither ! But who and how % The door is firmly 
bolted ! He at first doubts his senses — ^yet, surely, 
there it stands, and upon it a written paper; but, 
greatest mystery of all, and that which appalled 
where the other only perplexed him, the writing 
upon the paper was his own, written, apparently, 
with his hand, and signed with his name, yet Roland 
had never set eyes upon it before ! 

In terror and amazement he read as follows : — 

'^ Sf^fzLtif of ;^ftQa±h£L, tru^ uutmiQed. SPLstet. 
^^athjCL, j^OLLtL tujc^hteaiijs. LietiQeaiice /uLt&ues. me 
LeLfond enjcLLLtLonjCB., and. ^ canfe&s. all! ^n an 
accuti&ed kaun J udsAecL Lj.au dead, ^fie udsA 

Lue^at tfte. design. the deslg/i the. deed, '^uiaa. 

_/ uika fmaciLtied thje dtuQ. ! J uika i^atie L^ait 

the dtLOM^ht ! fyjCLUiL LLacud l& u/ion me, the 

ciLtLS^e af f^ain is. ufzati — 
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The young man stood aghast before this extraor- 
dinary, this appalling document. Is he still dreaming? 
Is he the toy of some strange hallucination 1 Has 
the subtle influence of the moon induced some wild 
aberration of intellect ? Nay, it is palpable to sight 
and touch ; it is really a fact, but the fact is an 
unintelligible mystery, for the writing upon that 
paper is the very circumstance and substance of the 
dream that has thrice tormented him in the niffht ! 

His teeth chatter, his hand trembles, his knees 
totter, as he reads it over and over again. Who but 
himself can have done this thing'? Then many 
minutes passed, and Roland was lost in thought as 
in a trance ; and now a keener pang thrilled his 
heart, a colder shudder shot through his frame, as 
he remembered his infirmity of former years — som- 
nambulism ! The enigma could only be so explained. 
Under the mighty spell of his dream he had, doubt- 
less, actually fetched his desk, opened it, and written 
the extraordinary avowal that lay before him ! 

" Idiot T he ejaculated, " can my illusion have 
urged me to this degree! Can there really exist 
such influence in the night — in the moon — in the 
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winds — ^in dreams, that the fearful infirmity of my 
youth should return upon me now, and betray me 
into such mad vagaries as this! Can conscience 
so far feed upon reason that the mind should lose 
her empire, but not the hand its cunning! And 
shall I stand self-denounced and self-convicted ! Shall 
the vision of the night be the accomplished fact of 
the morning, and shall Roland cry * I have sinned ! ' 
because he dreamed!'' Then passionately tearing 
the danmatory document into pieces, Roland flung 
them through the opened window. 

A strong gust of wind passing at the instant 
caught the light fragments of paper, and bore them 
swiftly away with a sound like a laugh. Suddenly, 
a stinging thought crossed Roland's mind. He 
thrust his head eagerly through the casement, and 
exclaimed as he watched the flying atoms, " Fool ! 
why did I not hum it V but the keen breeze wafted 
them along, muttering in reply " Woe ! Woe .'" 
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HE broad honest fiice 
of that same wmter 
moon, on that same 
night, peered curiously 
and gratefully into 
another chamber, te- 
nanted by a personage 
in whom we may be- 
come interested. 

It is a very lonely 
room in a very mean 
quarter of the city, 
beyond reach of the sound of the minster bells. 
But it is a quarter where Want, rather than Shame, 
(too often, alas, twin sisters !) may be seen at any 
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hour, but mostly after nightfall, flitting noiselessly 
along, with bared feet and scant garments, be the 
weather fair or foul, the same scant attire, carrying 
home the produce of the day's toil — a bulky parcel 
it seems, very often, to exchange those long columns 
of neat and laborious stitches for a few groats, — and 
those few groats for the necessary meal to keep the 
frail human machine in motion another day. 

The street is as quiet as it is poverty-stricken. 
Seldom or never does it echo to the sonorous wheel 
of the laden waggon, or to the sharp rattle of the 
purveyor's cart, or even to the gritty creak of the 
costermonger's barrow. The pohce rarely pace those 
ways, knowing so well that the inhabitants thereof 
are not of the class that fill the jails. Pimch looks 
down the street a moment — ^takes breath, and fur- 
tively wears away, — ^without vouchsafing even a 
flourish upon liis pan-pipe : he knows instinctively 
that there are no pence to spare there ! An amateur 
nigger troop did, to be sure, occasionally essay their 
powers thereabout ; but it was not for glory or filthy 
lucre. It was purely for the absolute privacy of the 
place ; and though they discoursed their music long. 
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and we may add, loudly, no acclamations rewarded 
their performances ; no visible audience hung upon 
their melodies. Heard they were, nevertheless, and 
appreciated, for how many an aching head, aye, and 
aching heart too, and how many a languid pulse, 
caught thrills of a pleasure well nigh forgot, and a 
sensation of a possible joy, like an awaking from a 
long sleep, as their lively or plaintive strains brought 
a reminiscence of a far-off scene and a cherished time ! 
But, as we said, practice and not pence was their 
object. They sought solitude, and they found that 
of the grave. 

The very lamplighter seemed to forget that 
outlying street five days out of the seven ; and when 
he did lend a vital spark to the soHtary lamp at the 
comer, it was, after all, but a melancholy reflection, 
a satire and a mockery ; and the small flame, like a 
restless spirit l)ent on escape, fluttered sadly within 
its broken glass tenement. 

A public house there was, not very distant, of 
course, but it was almost as suicidal to the speculator 
as it was to the customer. His hquors were drugs 
in more senses than one, for the rival estabhshment 
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of the pump opposite enjoyed the principal patronage ; 
and, but for the blind persistence of the brewer, 
which was as opaque as his brew, the " Rising Sun " 
would long since have run its natural course, and 
sought the antipodes of that district. 

And if there was a pawnbroker, too, near at hand, 
who would convert by a touch of natural magic 
anything and everything from a silver thimble to 
a dutch clock — ^from a tea-caddy to your grand- 
mother's portrait, into a ciurent coin of the realm, 
was he not as much a boon as a curse to that 
poverty-stricken colony ? and if he filched from the 
pocket did he not for the moment put bread into the 
mouth 1 

But Lorn Street had its little festival on Saturday 
nights, when the before-mentioned solitary lamp at 
the corner was utilized by itinerant traders in such 
luxuries as effete vegetables, fish of questionable 
antecedents, and dubious pies. 

And the echoes of Lorn Street were sometimes 
awoke on half-holidays by the hilarious shouts and 
frantic sports of sundry young barbarians, let loose 
from the humanizing alembic of the ragged school 
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hard by ; but somehow their mirth got a chill there, 
and they usually sought the more congenial scene of 
the graveyard round the comer. 

Into this street, where family homes and family 
histories were mostly circumscribed within the four 
walls of a single chamber, and whose roofs sheltered 
and embraced at once the sorrows, sufferings, toils, 
waste, wants, and vicissitudes of many groups, — 
into this street our narrative takes us. 

We enter an upper room which, as if not origi- 
nally small enough, appears to have been pared down 
and shorn of its upper comers. It is in fact a garret, 
but it is nevertheless a home, the little world of a 
human soul. We need hardly add that the room is 
but scantily furnished. In one comer stands a low 
bed, covered with a neat patchwork counterpane, 
beside which a strip of faded but clean stair-carpet is 
spread. A small deal table stands near, upon it 
materials of work. An old lidless trunk Ues here, 
containing a modicum of fuel. There is a chair, and 
yonder a shel^ supporting a few utensils and scanty 
stores. A nail here and there does duty for a ward- 
robe, and from it depend a few female garments. 

E 2 
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Such is the chamber we enter, and the only animation 
perceptible is in the grate, where a few embers flicker 
and smoke. 

But look again, a delicate young woman stands 
motionless at the small window, and gazes up at that 
glorious winter moon. Her candle has been extin- 
guished for economy, and she rests after a day of 
unusual toil, the hard, close nature of which is indi- 
cated by the shreds and threads strewn about. She 
is a sempstress ; she is a castaway. 

Wrapt in the fascinating Ught of that moon she 
dreams her dream of the past : the pictiu^e that is 
unceasingly present to her mind. 

She beholds herself when, but a few years ago, 
she was the idol of many loving hearts ; when she 
was very beautiftd, and as good as beautiful. At a 
festivity who so courted, graced as she ? With the 
merry who so gay? With the sorrowing who so 
sad ? Whose laugh was so clear ? whose sympathy 
so earnest ? If she could rejoice with those who 
rejoiced, could she not weep with those who wept ? 
Who was so ready in the hour of need with hand, 
heart, and purse as she, the now fiiendless outcast — 
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the lonely woman? In her reverie she recalls the 
time when she was awaited in the friendly gathering 
as the bright particular star from which all took tone 
and reflex. The children of the town so beset her 
that her walks were levees : the boys cheered her ; 
the girls kissed her hand ; old folks bade " God bless 
her," and marriageable swains stood aloof — ^hoping, 
despairing, loving of course — and rapt in admiration 
of a divinity to be worshipped but not to be ap- 
proached. 

Magdalen lost her mother in early childhood, and 
when she grew to years of understanding she com- 
prehended that a double duty devolved upon her, and 
she became not only the child, but the companion 
and joy of her widowed father. 

In her reverie she again sits upon his knee, and 
again feels his hand smoothing her golden hair. 
Golden it was, and golden it still is, and she remem-- 
bers how her father would liken it to a glory as it 
shone in the siui, and how he would invoke blessings 
upon that head, and CTU*ses upon any one who should 
wrong even a hair of that head. 

She remembers that in this happy time, this 
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heyday of first joys and hopes, a deep calamity is 
fated to come upon her. Her fountain of happiness, 
her pride, stay, and protector, her all upon earth — 
her father is laid upon his death-bed, and soon passes 
into his last sleep. 

Magdalen's remembrance brings it all before her 

V. 

at this interval of rest ; and the solitude of to-day is 
not to be compared with the solitude of that period. 
So the days and the weeks passed by. Alone, unpro- 
tected and unprovided for, Magdalen, nevertheless, 
firmly but gratefvdly refused the generous support of 
fiiends repeatedly proffered. Prosperity had set for 
her, she accepted the hard fiat, and with the world 
before her she was content to labour ; but her heart 
hovered, like the dove of the ark above the waters, 
having no resting place. 

At this juncture a young law student crossed her 
path and chequered the even tenor of her way. Her 
simple graces attracted him ; he sought and beguiled 
her of her heart. Easy conquest! he had but to 
listen to her earnest reminiscences of long ago, to 
follow her again and again as she traced with deep 
veneration the lineaments of her father's character, of 
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her home, of her little friendships, and Magdalen is 
won for ever. 

They loved in secret, they are secretly plighted, 
they will be secretly married. And here in Magda- 
len's memory occurs a Blank, an unwritten page. 
Like a lapsed sentence in history, like a lost act in a 
drama, the clue is wanting, and surmise takes the 
place of certainty. 

Vainly she peers into the dim haze of the past, 
vainly she challenges and taxes her paralyzed remem- 
brance ; one thing, and one only, is presented to her — 
a scalding, agonizing thought. It is shame ! Shame, 
the madness of pure Woman ! . . . . 

Loved, plighted, and — ^betrayed, what shall she 
do? Alas, there is no choice. She must fly from 
the darkness, even though it be into darkness ! 

And Magdalen fled. 

Down with her, — down into the dust and the 
mire! Away with the offender! Hence, hence! 
Magdalen remembers that she saw, felt, and heard 
this merciless denunciation around, above, and about 
her, as she fled on the morrow. The trees pointed it 
menacingly at her ; the winds howled it after her ; 



r 



64 AGATHA. 

the birds mocked and derided her with it ; and the 
sun blasted her with it, as she fled along the highway 
that led to the great city, gaining speed from her 
terror and strength from her despair. 

Needless is it to dwell upon the anguish of her 
heart, the gloom of her existence, the depth of her 
despair, as she reviews these chapters of her past in 
this hour of rest, when in her secret convictions she 
brands herself with the epithet of " Castaway." 

Her aimless journey to the great city accom- 
plished, Magdalen at once sought shelter in an 
asylum for the Lost. There she hid her sorrow and 
her shame for a while, and afterwards, with a tremu- 
lous foot, but firm unfaltering heart, she issued thence 
into the world, to gain with the honest toil of her 
hands the small necessities of existence. 

Magdalen on this night gazes up at that magnifi- 
cent heavenly pageant until even her heart, imbibing 
somewhat of the universal calm delight, seems to 
hope. Presently she steps noiselessly to the bed, and 
daintily raising the patchwork coverlid, she peers 
lovingly beneath it, and murmurs to herself " He 
sleeps, thank God ! The sweet little fellow is worn 
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out. I fear he has not nourishment enough : the food 
I yield him is poor, — ^he needs more, sweet babe! 
my blessed sorrow, — ^my dear daily reproach, — my 
beloved anguish! God is indeed merciful and good 
thus to twcn my shame and intense grief into a joy as 
intense ! Oh, that out of the darkness of my misery 
this star of consolation should arise ! " and Magdalen 
sank upon her knees and offered up a thanks- 
giving. 

" Now that he sleeps so soundly I will take home 
these things, get my money, and procure some little 
delicacy for him ; but can I venture to leave him 1 
The night is chilly, I dare hardly take him with me. 
He will not awake, surely, and I shall be back in 
half an hour." So thinking, she tenderly covered the 
babe, kissed the wee rosy hand that peeped through 
the heaped-up clothing, put on bonnet and shawl, and 
stole from the room, having first sprinkled a handfiil 
of fuel upon the smouldering embers, and hung a 
little shirt to air. 

At the street door the young mother encounters 
Mrs. Pottle, who lodges in the same house ; a friendly 
greeting takes place between them, for everyone 
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respects Maggy, and pities her, believing from her sad 
and solitary manners that she is '^ not quite right in 
her head/^ Mrs. Pottle readily undertakes to console 
baby if he should awake during Maggy's absence. 

Magdalen had scarcely gone a hundred paces from 
the house when the wild wail of the winds smote her 
with a strange terror ; her heart misgave her for 
leaving her babe, for she had never before trusted 
hiTYi out of her sight. Nevertheless, she hurries on 
her errand, when again the stem wind affronts her, 
and she again pauses. " Might not something 
happen to the child ? Might he not be smothered, or 
stolen, or burnt 1 — Horrible thought ! '^ She resolves 
to take him with her at all risks, and retracing her 
steps she flies back to her room unperceived. 

The tiny sleeper is tenderly removed from his 
warm nest and pressed against a bosom as warm. 
The shawl is snatched from her own shoulders and 
wrapped round the little idol, and Magdalen quietly 
leaves the house and pursues her way contentedly. 

As she quitted the room a sharp gust of air 
rushed through the opened door with a shrill whistle, 
and kindled the smouldering embers into a flame. 
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The little shirt hung to air was at the same time 
wafted against the grate. 

Magdalen's employer lived at the distance of a mile 
or so, consequently her mission was not speedily 
accomplished. When she again wended homeward, 
an unusual bustle and confusion in that quiet district 
embarrassed her. Men and boys rush wildly hither 
and thither. She is jostled, hedged ia a comer, or 
carried along by the increasing crowd. People throw 
up their window sashes, or pour into the streets and 
swell the stream ; there is a babel of voices, a confu- 
sion, and at last a cry " Fire ! " A deep, lurid, and 
portentous light illumines the heavens, and iadicates 
the locality of the disaster, and thither the excited 
hiunan tide presses desperately. 

An appalling idea strikes Magdalen like a dagger 
as she catches that terrible word " Fire ! " Accosting 
a pa^er-by she demands where the fire is ? " Down 
yonder, by the ragged school.'' " The street 1 " 
" Lorn Street." A sudden surge of the crowd bears 
her to the very comer of her street, and at a glance 
she sees her own little home in flames ! and she sees, 
moreover, through the smoke and steam and fire, the 
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figure of a man in her room, apparently battling 
against the flames. In an instant he stumbles and 
falls suffocated ! 

Magdalen escapes with her babe up an alley, and 
overcome with horror of the danger escaped, and 
gratitude for the escape, she flings herself to the 
ground, and offers up a passionate thanksgiving to the 
Providence that appeared to have interposed between 
her child and a dreadful death. The destruction of 
her home, the loss of her Kttle all, weighed as nothing 
against the joy of her heart in having preserved her 
child. True, she had now no shelter for her head, — 
but see how warm and safe he was ! True, she had 
no bed whereon to lie, — ^but see how sweetly and 
placidly he slept ! To fondle her babe was a precious 
solace and a luxury always, and whenever she 
resigned him to pursue her toils, it was almost 
anguish ; now, to enfold — ^to bear — to hush him, was 
an absolute necessity; she must always hold him 
now — ^blessed burden ! and in her maternal joy she 
forgot her utter destitution. 

And now, indeed, in the language of good 
Mrs. Pottle, she appeared "not quite right in her 
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head" for onward she hastened, not heeding, not 
caring whither, alternately peeping at the babe (now 
sucking heartily at her breast), and casting a tearful 
look of gratitude heavenward. 

Onward, still onward ; and she is in a fashionable 
quarter of the town, whose quiet, contrasting as it 
did with the din and uproar she has escaped, she 
scarcely heeded, so completely was she (to quote 
Mrs. P. again) " not quite right in her head.^' 

Onward, still onward ; until a once famiUar word 
struck upon her ear and arrested her step, ''Agatha ! '' 
Not a soul was near her, not a footfall broke the 
stillness of the night, but " Agatha ! '^ floated softly 
on the breeze. A superstitious fear stole over her, as 
a name she had not heard or uttered for so long a 
time — the name of one who was passed away, ap- 
peared to be repeated, not by human hps, but by the 
winter wind. Magdalen stood motionless with an 
indefinable fear, and now for the first time she re- 
flected upon the vagary she had committed in flying 
from the wreck of her home. Selfish in her gratitude, 
she had not given a thought to the other inhabitants 
of the house. Had they all escaped 1 Mrs. Pottle, 
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and the large family on the ground floor, and the 
widow in the kitchen, and, by the way, the stranger 
she had seen succumb to the flames in her very room ? 
Magdalen retraced her steps with painful agitation, 
and guided by the duU and lurid light that brooded 
over the neighbourhood, she succeeded in regaining 
Lorn Street. Her home was in ashes ; but this cala- 
mity did not afflict her, for she had escaped a greater 
one — ^was not her dear babe safe 1 No, she did not 
bestow one thought upon her utter destitution, but 
she was painfully possessed with anxiety for her 
Mends and fellow-lodgers. Had they all escaped 
with their hves ? Where were Mrs. Pottle and the 
other inhabitants of the house? and had he, the 
stranger who had penetrated into her room, been 
saved or sacrificed ? Meeting a constable, she learns 
to her great rehef that all are safe, and that the man 
had been rescued and carried to the " Rising Sun." 

Thither Magdalen repaired. 

Mrs. Pottle was at the hospitable bar, imbibing a 
warm cordial to soothe her agitated feelings, and was 
descanting with thrilling emphasis of voice and ges- 
ture upon the horrible fate that had befallen poor 
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Maggy's baby, who had evidently been consttmed, 
boneg and all, when, turning round she beheld, with 
wonder and horror, the unconscious subject of her 
poignant grief, safe and soiuid in his mother's arms. 

" Gracious Hewings !" ejaculated the good woman, 
incredulous of her eyes, " is it really you, Maggy, and 
baby! you might a'most knock me down with a 
hammer — ^feather I mean ! Oh, where was he, and 
how did he escape ? " 

" God is very good, dear Mrs. Pottle, even to those 
who have most oflFended ! " and Magdalen explained 
the circumstance of her singular forebodings, of the 
warning voice that seemed to pursue her, and of her 
return for the child. 

" Then all have been saved," joyfully cried good 
Mrs. Pottle, " God be praised, nobody biunt ! " 

" No one '? " anxiously demanded Magdalen, " the 
stranger whom I thought I saw fall in the midst of 
the flames in my room, is he not injured 1 " 

" Safe up stairs, my dear ; rash man, it's quite a 
miracle! Never was seen such desperate courage. 
He must be mad! Twice he entered the blazing 
room — " 
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" But for what '{ " asked Magdalen, with wonder 
and anxiety. 

" To save your child/^ 

"My child?" 

"Which was supposed to be in the bed, where 
you told me you had left it when you went out/' 

Magdalen's feelings were fairly overcome on hear- 
ing this explanation, and she burst into a flood of 
tears. 

" Poor soul ! " sententiously exclaimed Mrs. Pottle, 
"poor soul! She is not quite right in her 'ed, you 
see ; I always knowed she wasn't ! for she always 
do take on so, whenever any one, for instance, asks 
her where she came from, and who she is, and what's 
the use of her grieving over her little accident (baby, 
you know), and why don't she go back to her 
friends ; because, any one can see she's been well-to- 
do, and edicated, — ^look at her hands — a lady — ^you 
may depend! and to see how she works — stitch — 
stitch — stitch, morning, noon, and night — beautiful! 
— all thrown away, you know, for a few shillings 
a week; — ^instead of making the gentleman marry 
her! which makes it quite clear to me that she's 
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not qmte right in her ^ed ! Here, dear Maggy, 
take a sip, it will warm your poor heart and — ^^ 

" Noble hearted, brave Christian man !" breathed 
Magdalen fervently, not heeding Mrs. Pottle's com- 
ments, " I thank him, oh yes, I thank him from the 
depth of my heart, be he who he may, for his 
devotion in a hiunane cause ! May a blessing 
descend upon him! May the Giver of all good 
reward him here and hereafter for his intended 

service to one unknown and uncared-for 

Gladly would I, if I could, offer him some proof of 
my gratitude, — gladly would I, if I dared, thank 
him — but, no ! I would not have his eye bend upon 
one so fallen ! . . . yet, could I but leave some little 
assurance of my deep sense of his noble courage — 
ah ! happy thought — ^yet — how strange — how foolish 
— ^nevertheless I will — I will do so! Come, my 
babe, you possess a treasure, pure and beautiful, 
which may testify to your would-be preserver that 
you are safe, and that your mother is grateful." 

So saying, Magdalen took a pair of scissors from 
her pocket, and tenderly cut from her child's fore- 
head a bright golden curl — the only one that 

F 
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adorned it, and placing it in the landlady's hand, she, 
with tears in her eyes, bade her, offer it to the brave 
gentleman, as the only proof a grateful mother could 
devise to express her deep sense of his valour and 
self-devotion. 

And Magdalen, suddenly finding that she was 
the object .of the curious contemplation of fifteen or 
twenty persons around the reeking bar of the 
" Rising Sun," turned and fled into the bitter night 
again ; a step which certainly justified Mrs. Pottle s 
reiterated asseveration that " she was more sure 
than ever, that Maggy was not right in her 'ed.'' 

The poor yoiuig woman sped forward into the 
night, seeking the darkness which that winter moon 
denied, and the rest which, amid ten thousand 
hearths and homes, mocked her as she fled. She 
turns her back to the keen frost-laden breeze, that 
seems to urge her onward, until, looming before her, 
she beholds the old Minster. The Minster! Her 
heart yearns to that noble pile, — ^her memory clings 
to it ; — and why ? because, in her deep shame and 
distress, she had there sought and foiuid comfort, 
and had there invoked mercy and pardon and 
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strength to live. Magdalen gazes up at the bold 
austere turrets, and a contentment, a calm joy, 
enters her heart. She will rest thereabout, — she will 
be safe under the shadow of that sacred edifice ; and 
as she makes this resolution, Magdalen, carefully 
securing her babe from every possibility of cold, 
ensconces Rerself in a small doorway, adjacent to the 
cathedral, and presently falls iato a tranquil sleep. 

There she might have remaiQed, unseen and 
undisturbed, had not a small quick-ear'd dog, suspect- 
ing, seeing, or scenting a stranger, created such a 
noise in the house, that a window was eventually 
thrown up, and a head thrust out. 

" Hollo, what have we here ? a woman, as I'm 
alive !" muttered a sonorous male voice. It was the 
verger s. " I say, young woman, you'd better move 
on, and not disturb this quiet and sacred spot by 
making such a row — I mean to say, by waking 
Snap !" 

Magdalen didn't stir, for the simple reason that 
she was fast asleep. 

" She won't move on ! Defies my authority. 
Then I shall be obliged to make her!'' and the 

F 2 
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indignant verger came to the door. "Hollo, I say, 
d'ye hear T 

Magdalen started to her feet. "Oh, Sir, I beg 
your pardon, — I didn't know that I was doing 
wrong ! — I will go." And she tinned away. 

" Stay» — ^a child in your arms ! and on such a 
bitter night too ! why on earth, woman, don't you go 
home, — ^you look respectable T 

" I have no home, sir !" 

" No home V 

The verger, who was the incarnation of severe 
austerity and imbending rigour the moment he 
donned the scarlet and gold vesture of his ecclesias- 
tical office, was really a humane and impressible 
creature when ex cathedrd, so to speak, and beyond 
the solemn influence of the imposing stole ; and 
that touching rejoinder of the poor woman "no 
homer spoken with a meek resignation, smote his 
heart. 

He approached her kindly. " Am I really to 
imderstand that you are so destitute as that? No 
home ? Can it be true T 

" My home, sir, was to-night destroyed by fire; 
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I fled with all that is spared to me in the world — 
my babe." 

" Merciful powers — ^how sad ! But why did you 
not seek shelter amongst your friends, my good 
woman T 

" I have no friends/' responded Magdalen, as 
she buried her face in her hands, and sobbed. 

" No home ! no friends !" exclaimed Mr. Griffin, 
scanning the lonely woman with a searching gaze. 
" What misfortune at your early age can have 
reduced you to this degree of misery T 

There was a scarcely articulated answer from the 
grief-hidden face of the stranger, but the verger 
thought he caught the word " a sinT and the woman 
with her burden turned to fly. 

" Nay, I cannot allow you to wander further, it 
would be death, certain death to you, for I perceive 
that you are already exhausted, and it's my bounden 
duty as a constable, let alone a Christian, to protect 
life and property. Besides, what would his Reverence 
say, if he heard that I turned the needy and 
destitute from my door? Accept shelter here 
to-night, here, in my humble house ; my wife will 
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take good care of you till to-morrow. Come !" And 
the tender-hearted man laid a firm constabulary 
hand upon Magdalen's arm, leading her reluctant 
steps back to the door. 

" Here, Polly, come and assist this poor thing. 
She needs warmth and shelter and food, and must 
be well cared for. Come, my poor friend, come, you 
are our guest to-night." And the verger, putting in 
force the inflexible will of his office, led Magdalen 
into the house. In fact, she was not quite certain 
that he was not taking her into custody. 
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N that identical winter night, that 
Bame resplendent winter moon 
lighted the path of a young 
man who walked listlessly 
along, dejected in his air, and negligent in his 
attire. Any passer-by, remarking the sickly pallor 
of his countenance, woidd reflect to himself — " Yonder 
goes a man stricken with a great grief ; — a man to 
whom life can scarcely offer a joy, or death a terror." 
Onward he walked, that lonely man, without 
purpose, or aim, or thought ; drifting, as it were, with 
any chance that might bias his steps, and although 
in the crowded streets, as isolated as if the desert 
surrounded him. 

Thought at length overcame him as with an 
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electric shock. His speed increased, the gloom upon 
his face deepened, and as he breathed a name, he 
pressed his hand to his breast as if to still his 
beating heart. But what is it that thrills him ? — 
Why does he start, and gaze with terror around him 1 

It is the passing breeze, for it breathes the name 
that he had breathed. It floats like a continuous 
echo around and about him. — It is ^'Agatha!' 
Julian felt and heard it every time the vocal breeze 
came rustling and moaning across his path. His 
heart leaps, his brain reels — his step quickens, and 
he seems to pursue the wind that lures him with 
that cabalistic word " Agatha!^ 

Presently JuHan finds himself involved in the 
midst of a crowd hurrying forward to the portentous 
shout of " Fire .'" Fearful cry ! Thrilling password ! 
Strange and terrible is the fascination of that shout ! 
Julian is carried along — ^he flies with the stream, and 
reaches the very door of the fated house. 

A female, Mrs. Pottle, is gesticulating and crying 
hysterically. 

" Is there any person in danger T demands Jiilian. 

" No — at least — only baby T 
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^'Only! woman — only!'' he retorts with horror. 
" Whose ?— Where V 

" A poor girls, named Maggy. I see her go out half 
an hour ago, and she said he was fast asleep in bed." 
In which room 1 Speak, woman !" 
The top one — It's too late. Sir, too late. It's 
all ablaze!" and iadeed the fierce and forked flames 
were darting through the window with a crash. 

To rescue the child appeared hopeless, the 
attempt desperate ; even the stoutest heart would 
have quailed before so useless a risk. But Julian 
knew no fear, — ^he had no sense of danger. Death 
had become to him a desire, as long life is to other 
men ; for death alone seemed to promise him release 
from the grief that possessed him. 

To bound up the stairs is the affair of an 
instant, and the door of the doomed chamber flies 
open to receive him. He encounters a dense volume 
of smoke and fire, and falls upon his knees, 
crawling like a cat. He traverses the floor in 
every direction, and searches the bed — it is 
empty. Half suffocated he retreats, and regains the 
street unhurt, assuring Mrs. Pottle that no child 
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is there. That frantic female reiterates her assertion 
that she " see Maggy go out without baby — as true 
as if she was on her death-bed ! or may she never 
beUeve her eyes agen f Again the desperate young 
man, in spite of the entreaties of the on-lookers, 
mounts the stairs, and again passes into the smoke 
and jfire. The bed is in flames, but he dashes his 
hand into it, nevertheless. As before, he finds 
nothing. He endeavours to retrace his steps — he 
misses the door — ^he stumbles — he falls — ^while the 
flames close in savage triiunph over him ! But 
hark to the roar of the winds! and, see, at that 
supreme moment a violent rush of air beats back the 
fatal element, and protects Julian as with a shield ! 
Vain is the fury of the fire, vain its struggle for 
mastery. A mighty force holds it in check, and 
preserves scathless the prostrate victim, until an 
intrepid fireman, helmeted and securely clad, dashes 
to his aid and seizing him in his arms, bears him 
into the street. He is saved. 

Carried to the " Rising Sun " (on this occasion at 
its meridian), Julian is laid in the best chamber, and 
tenderly cared for. When he recovers his senses, he 
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finds mine host on one side of him with a smoking 
jorum of toddy, and an apothecary on the other with 
a restorative ; but he rejects the landlord's drug as 
well as the doctor s ; he repels their sympathy and 
resents their congratulations. Not a hair of his head 
has been touched, but he expresses neither gratitude 
nor joy for his escape ; on the contrary, he deplores 
his good fortune. " Any other man,'' he meditates, 
" who might be the centre of a bright circle, — whose 
presence might be the life and joy of loving friends, — 
who might in his own existence embrace the hopes 
and happiness of wife, children, friends — any other 
man, I say, would have paid with his life the penalty 
of his rashness ; — ^but I — I who loathe the existence 
I drag along — I, who desire death as the only escape 
from a gnawing sorrow — I, who am an encumbrance 
upon the earth — a useless obstruction in the high- 
ways of busy life — / escape ! Escape, in spite of my- 
self, from the very grip of the death I courted ! . . . . 
And that mighty wind ! that mysterious interposing 
power ! It environed me like a cloak. It swathed 
me in its cool embrace. As I swooned, it seemed to 
kiss me, while the hissing, savage flames writhed 
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around me. Twas like a living, palpable thing — a. 
thing of sympathies, for, while it howled defiance at 
the defeated flames, it soothed my heated brow with 
a cool and gentle touch. Verily, I could believe that 
the souls of the departed hover about us, and in our 
extremity of danger or death are allowed to minister 
to us I O Agatha, Agatha ! was it thy gentle hand 
that cooled my brow 1 Was it thou, in the form of 
the pure winds of Heaven, that didst encircle me as 
I lay surrendered to the death that would, but could 
not, attain me? O, my last hope, my vanished 
earthly joy, my Agatha, if it was indeed thou that 
didst syllable thy sacred name this night, lead me to 
some trace, some informing memento and proof of 
thy fate, — of the scene and circumstance of thy 
death ! Guide me to some knowledge of the mystery 
that enshrouded thee ; give me the certitude that, if 
thou be dead, thou didst not die neglected, friendless, 
and alone, — ^then the heavy burthen of existence that 
weighs me down to the dust will be lightened, and I 
shall be fortified to live my allotted time, and be 
like another man! — Hark, I hear it again — a soft, 
musical, melancholy utterance, unlike any sound but 
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a human voice! It seemed to whisper 'Hither!' 
Tisgone!'' 

" I hope your patient is better, doctor V' said the 
landlady, entering in a bustle, and interrupting 
Juhan's soliloquy. 

" He wanders, ma'am, I'm sorry to say,'' responded 

the apothecary, "but I trust that an opiate and a 

good sleep will set him to right. But I don't like 
this raving at all. It's worse than bum, bruise, or 

abrasion. Much worse ! " 

Julian heard these remarks, though they were 
delivered in a comer, and calling the doctor, offered 
him his wrist. He felt his pulse. 

" Tell me, sir," said Julian, with a self-possession 
that contrasted strangely with his previous excite- 
ment, " teU me, is that the pulse of a madman ?" 

" Oh, my dear sir ! " replied Esculapius, taken 
aback, "of course, I was only joking! Seventy; 
quite satisfactory, quite healthy, I assure you." 

" Blood calm, eh ? No extraordinary commotion 
— ^no frenzy? TeU me the truth, doctor, as you 
woTild be candid to a dying man." 

" ReaUy, sir, I never felt a more regular pulse. 
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Twice have I counted seventy, — liKe <5lQ<|[cwork, posi- 
tively. May it always be as calm, sir, as it is at this 
moment I ^' 

" Then, doctor, you fill me with a joy and ^ tensor 
akin to madness! I doubted my senses, believing 
that they told me strange lies ; but you assure me 
that I am calm and rational; — then, that which I. 
thought was an illusion is a reality, — and a wondrous 
mystery is revealed : — Agatha walks in the wind ! — 
I breathe her breath,— am folded iq her embrace — 
and possess her again and for ever !'^ and Julian 
cried and laughed like a woman. 

" Oh, deary me, deary me !'^ sobbed the landlady^ 
lookiDg at her bewildered spouse. " I wish you hadn't 
had him brought here ! He's as mad as mad can 
be ! — Suppose he should go and smash all the — " 

" Your worthy husband would not forget to send 
in the bUl, I dare be sworn !" interrupted her volatUe 
guest, passing again from extreme emotion to 
extreme composure. ** Here's the cost of your 
crockery beforehand. Go!" and Julian tossed his 
purse to the astonished landlady, motioning to her 
at the same time to leave the room. 
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Oh, I ta stire^ I beg the gent s pardon ! I didn t 
mean to hurt his feelings noways ! On the contrary, 
I came up to tell him good news !^' said the house- 
wife, vfipiiig her eyes with the comer of her apron. 
* Ooed news !" echoed Julian ironically, " Speak 
it out, — ^good or bad/^ 

" There was no baby in Maggy's room after all, 
sir, isn't that good news 1" 

" Ah !" ejaculated the prostrate man, greatly 
relieved, for he had thought with sadness of the poor 
child's fate. " It is indeed good news. How was it 
saved ? Where foimd ?" 

" In his 'mother's arms ! There he was, safe and 
sound, all the while ; — she had gone back and fetched 
him imbeknown to any one !" 

Have you had a proof?" asked the doctor. 
Oh, yes, the poor girl has just been here with the 
child. She. had seen a gent in her room, and feared 
he had fallen a sacrifice, so she came to inquire. 
She is rejoiced beyond measure at his escape." 
" Cruel woman !" interposed Julian. 
Cruel to rejoice ?" retorted the landlady. 
Aye, cruel. Had she been kind, she would 
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have mourned that I am snatched from peace,— but 
— ^bah ! I forget that I am not as other men ; — and 
she rejoices, eh T 

" Oh yes, sir ! and would gladly have come up to 
thank you for your bravery — '^ 

Call it by another name — selfishness." 
Nay, sir, bravery!" insisted doctor, landlord^ 
and landlady in chorus. 

" But as you were going on so strange," pursued 
the good hostess, " I wouldn't let her. So what do 
you suppose she went and did V 

" Cried, of course !" answered Julian, " and left 
her new address for me to call, no doubt." 

" Oh, dear no, quite mistaken, sir ; on the con- 
trary, she said she would not for the world have you 
know whom you had succoured, for you would blush 
to learn her shame. Poor Magdalen !" 

Julian remained indifferent and silent. 

" What did the imfortunate woman do ?" asked 
the leech, with a view to interest his patient. 

" She went and cut off a curl — a beautiful curl, 
and begged me to give it to the would-be rescuer of 
her cMld !" 
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" A curl ?" replied Julian with abrupt severity, 
" imprudent person ! Is she so forgetful that 
woman, pure woman, should only bestow such a 
memento where her love is already worthily given? 
Throw it into the fire !" 

" You mistake, sir ! — ^poor Maggy cut the curl 
from the head of her child, saying, with tears in her 
eyes, — ' I cherish every hair of my sweet babe's head 
beyond price, — ^but take this curl which I have 
watched and tended in its feeble growth day by day, 
and come to prize very dearly, — take it, and say, it 
would greatly please the mother if the good stranger 
would accept it as a proof of the child's safety, and of 
her gratitude for the noble act he to-night per- 
formed!' and so saying, she cut off the only curl 
thgit adorned the child's forehead, — and — here it 
is !" 

Julian took the little silken curl — silken, soft, 
and golden, in his hand, and a thrill, strange and 
indefinable, ran through his frame as his gaze fell 
upon it. In his abstraction he presently pressed it 
to his lips, breathing a deep sigh. The landlady 
signified to her lord, and her lord to the apothecary, 
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that " such strange goings-on meant something ;" 
and the apothecary with oracular divination whis- 
pered to the host, and the host to the wife, " that he 
conld read his thoughts like print !" 

" Can you though T responded the gaping pair, 
"tell us! tell us r 

" He has a sin or a sorrow on his mind, — that 
curl takes him back to the days of his innocence — 
his childhood ; — there is nothing more fraught with 
sweet and bitter memories than a lock of hair ; — but 
— Hsten !" 

" So like !" sadly and solemnly muttered the 
prostrate man. 

" Did you speak, sir T officiously inquired the 
landlord. 

" So like !" sadly and painfully repeated ^he 
patient. 

" What did you please to want, sir T persisted 
mine host. 

" So like to -her s ! — golden, — silken, — thin ! I 
thought that Nature had concentrated all her art, all 
lier love and care, to bestow a golden glory — a bright 
halo of beauty, upon only one mortals head — and 



AGATHA. 91 

that head — ^hers! .... It is well that Nature 
repeats her rare and choice exceptions sometimes, — 
else a delight would be lost to the world! — This 
should be a lovely child : the bright promise of a 
good man ! — Kind landlord/' pursued Julian after a 
pause, "tell the poor woman, should she chance to 
come again, that I wiU cherish the curl, as a rare 
and beautiful thing — as a bright, a pure and a 
precious thing. — Tell her that I will even wear it — 
yes, wear it here, by my heart, because it is so bright, 
so pure, and so beautiful. But tell her not, good 
sir, lest it grieve her, tell her not the whole truth : — 
that I prize and wear it — not for her sake — or her 
child's — ^but in memory of one who " — 

" Speak, sir, freely,'' interposed the doctor, 
seeing that JuHan hesitated. 

" Of one who — ^walks in the winds, and utters a 
name that hath passed away!" Julian spoke these 
words solemnly, almost tragically, and as his eyes 
were raised, and his breathing convulsive, he seemed 
to be holding converse with the existence he con- 
ceived to be about him. 

" A bad case ! decidedly bad !" said the apothe- 
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cary, under his breath. " Leave us alone, good 
landlord, and you, ma'am, go to your bed ; — I will 
watch here awhile." So saying, the doctor motioned 
the host and hostess away. He then approached 
and sat by the bed side. Many minutes passed in 
profound silence. 

^ Hearken !" shrilly whispered Julian, as the 
stillness was broken by the moaning of the wind ; 
" Hearken, doctor ! the voice again — ^you heard it 1" 

" I heard the wind, yes." 

" But the voice — her voice — soft and musical as 
life — sad as death! Yea, she exists in the eternal 
breath of Heaven, — she walks in the winds and bids 
me follow ! Oh, Agatha, my joy, my wife ! — ^by this 
little chance-gotten token— this curl — so like to 
thine — I adjure thee, — obtain and aid my release 
from this trammel of flesh, that I may obey thy 
summons, — and that we be again united !" 

" Compose yourself, dear sir," interrupted the 
apothecary, growing alarmed at the continued illu- 
sions of his patient, " try and compose yourself to 
sleep, and do not surrender yourself so absolutely to 
your poetical imagination." 
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" Did you not suggest an opiate just now V 
eagerly demanded Julian, as a thought came over 
him. 

" Yes.'' 

" Fetch it at once, that I may — sleep !" and a 
peculiar expression followed the remark. Julian's 
eye flashed fire, a hectic flooded his face, and his 
very hair seemed to stiffen as he repeated with 
striking emphasis " — that I may — sleep .'" 

The apothecary remarked it as he turned to obey, 
and as he left the room he muttered with a deep 
sigh " Poor, frail, passionate humanity ! a Httle 
stirring of the blood — a little perturbation of the 
brain, — and that great, gifted, sacred, and majestic 
mechanism, called man, is, or would be, suicide! 
.... I must humour this strange disorder of his, to 
thwart it would be to aggravate it V so saying, the 
worthy doctor descended to the bar, mixed a 
nauseous draught of the pubHcan's drugs, labelled it 
POISON ! and returned to his patient. 

"The opiate V anxiously demanded Julian. 

" I have it." 

" Morphia?" 
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" Laudanum, pure and potent f and his quick 
eye detected the light of a secret joy in the young 
man's face. 

The winter winds rustled and moaned and 
passed away. 

" Yes, yes ! I come, — Agatha, I come !" inwardly 
muttered the excited Julian, conversing with the 
being he had conjured up. " Good doctor, do you 
assure me sleep ? '' 

" Profound." 

" Dreams r' 

" Dreams rarely attend deep slumber.'' 

" Will it be very deep ?" 

" That depends upon the dose you take." 

" What is the dose r' 

" Twelve drops." 

"And if I took twenty the result would 



be- 
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" Sound and long sleep." 

" And if I took forty drops \ " 

Danger." 

And sixty ? " 

Death." 
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"And any fool who drank that entire draught 
would find death 1" — 

" Ten times over ! — Now I will count you out 
twelve minims ''• — 

" Stay, not yet — not yet ! Hark — the breeze 
again ! — Can you interpret it ? " and Julian grasped 
the doctor's hand. 

" Of a truth, it seems to call;'' replied the apothe- 
cary, divining Julian's thought. 

"TocaUwhomr' 

" You ;" and the apothecary in thus humouring 
the hallucination of the patient, remarked that his 
eye rested upon the fatal bottle, which he had 
purposely left within his reach. 

Julian offered his wrist a second time to the 
doctor. " Am I sane ? " 

" Sane as I." 

" Not laboTuing under mental illusions ? " 

" With a pulse at seventy-three — impossible." 

" Oh, I thank you from my heart for that assu- 
rance ! 'Tis true, 'tis true ! She walks in the wind ! 
She calls me! Agatha, my only joy — my wife, I 
come — I come!" and the desperate young man seized 
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the fatal bottle, and drank the nauseous decoction to 
the dregs, — sinking upon his pillow to die ! (as he 
supposed.) 

If the doctor did not instantly apply his anti- 
dotes, or shed a tear upon Julianas corse, it was not 
that his own feelings were dead within him, or that 
he did not deeply commiserate the deluded youth. 
" Could nothing but death console thee, poor young 
man? Is there no balm in Gilead for thy secret 
sorrow? Art thou gifted with a fine mind, a 
comely form, rude health, and good fortime, to dash 
all into thy Maker's face thus, in a moment of the 
intoxication of grief '? Ingrate ! Nature has been 
bountiful to thee, — she will not desert thee even 
now. A little sleep — a Httle stillness, and the tide 
will ebb — ^the flood will subside : — thy frenzy will 
pass away. Youth and strength remain to thy 
widowed heart — wonderful is their healing power. 
Thou wilt yet find balm in Gilead ! " 

The humane apothecary sat for some time beside 
the unconscious Julian, with his hand upon his 
heart, watching the varying expression of his counte- 
nance, until the throbbing pulse and the sickly 
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pallor gave place to quiet and natural repose. 
Julian slept soundly. 

With the tender hand of a woman, the kind- 
hearted doctor moistened his temples with a narcotic ; 
assured himself that he was safe ; arranged his 
pillow comfortably ; and at length took his way 
noiselessly and thoughtfully. 

Passing along the passage, he encountered the 
landlord and his spouse. 

" Oh, doctor," exclaimed the latter, in great 
concern, "is his high-strikes better, or is he still 
a-going onV 

" The seizure has quite subsided, I am happy 
to say, and all that he needs is rest." 

" But is there no danger of a return ? suppose 
he should break out agen, — and you know all our 
best fiuniture s in that room ! " 

" There is no danger, dear madam ; the gentleman 
will sleep till morning, for your husband's drugs 
are wonderfully stupifying, — I might almost say 
deadly!" 

The publican winced. 

" But if he should break out agen in a fresh 




place, you know, he's as likely as not to — " and the 
landlord, with a horrible grimace and a deep guttural 
sound, drew his digit across his throat ; — " that's my 
opinion !" 

" I have no such fear ; let him rest, and he will 
do well. He has twice escaped death, — or, to speak 
more precisely, death has twice escaped him to-night. 
Doubtless, he is preserved for a purpose." 

And the good apothecary went his way. 




Ujgbalfit. 




R. Griffin, the verger, 
assisted the reluctant 
outcast into his house. 
The innate delicacy and 
amenity of his man- 
ners as a man, had 
entirely neutralized his 
austerity as a beadle. 

Instead of compel- 
ling the poor street- 
wanderer to move on, he was actually giving her 
shelter, without first informing himself as to her 
antecedents (Mr. Griffin would never have done for 
the mastership of a workhouse) ! To him, misfortune 
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was the best possible credential, hunger and want 
the surest title to his good will ; rags, he conceived, 
were not always synonymous with degradation, or 
sorrow with sin. 

" She's homeless, friendless, cold, and hungry ! — 
that's enough for me,^' thought he to himself. 
"Whether her tale be true or not — that she has 
been burnt out — ^is no concern of mine ; ' He that 
hath pity upon the poor lendeth unto the Lord,' 
says his Reverence, and so say I ; — walk in, my dear, 
walk in, don't be afeard ! Here, Polly, make up the 
fire again, and toast another rabbit. It's Christmas 
time, and it's hard indeed if one can't afford to be a 
bit hospitable to a poor Christian woman, and with a 
baby and all ! Walk in — ^walk in !" and the humane 
verger ushered Magdalen into the parlour. 

It was a neat little room as heart could desire : — 
the floor was carpeted, the carpet druggetted, and 
the drugget protected with a linen crumb-cloth. 
The mantle-shelf was adorned with pink china 
reapers, green milkmaids, red cows, and blue lambs ; 
while snufier-trays, brass candlesticks, saucepan-lids, 
and other delicate and interesting knicknackeries. 
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emulated in lustre the most costly achievements of 
Hunt and Roskell. The pictures were wrapped up 
in perpetual dimity ; the chairs covered with eternal 
chintz, and the chintz with holland, and the hoUand 
with newspapers. The looking glass was a hopeless 
Eden to profane and curious flies ; layer upon layer 
of amber gauze preserved it equally from human 
gaze. The good wife, Mrs. Griffin, epitomized the 
covering-up mania in her own proper person ; and, 
had mortal eye been able to penetrate the bib and 
tucker with which she was enveloped, it would have 
discovered, beneath that, a speckless apron, and 
beneath that a neat cotton gown, and, for all we 
know, a sheet of brown paper beneath that! 

Mrs. Griffin's virtues lay at the pole diametrically 
opposed to the virtues of Mr. Griffin. He was particu- 
larly flexible ; she was inflexibly particular. He was all 
heart ; she all decorum. He was dog-like in his blunt 
sincerity ; she was cat-like in her fastidious nicety. 

" Come, take off your bonnet and make yourself 
at home!" said Mr. Griffin cheerily. "Polly — I 
mean my wife, Mrs. Griffin — will do all she can to 
make you comfortable.'' 
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"Ha! don't put it there! Who would ever 
think of laying a bonnet on the sofa to be sat on ? 
Give it to me. TU hang it up behind the door." And 
Mrs. Griffin succeeded in making her guest uncom- 
fortable in a moment. 

" Here, Nancy," said the verger, calling his little 
niece, " come and hold baby while his mamma has a 
bit of supper." 

" I hope,'' interposed his spouse " that he hasn't 
got the measles or anything catching I" 

" I would rather nurse him myself," said Mag- 
dalen, suppressing her indignation, " he will perhaps 
cry if taken from me." 

" Well then, Nancy, get and toast a rabbit ;" and 
Mr. Griffin cut a thick slice of cheese at the same 
moment. 

" It will be all night cooking, I'm afraid," 
responded his negative ; "would you mind eating 
your cheese raw ?" 

" I prefer it so," meekly answered her poor guest ; 
and, but for fear of wounding the kindly heart of the 
verger, she would have said " I prefer also to seek 
shelter and supper elsewhere." 
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" Til draw you a mug of beer," said her host. 

" But perhaps you do not drink beer, — ^miss — 
ma'am V 

" I always take water." 

" Nay, this is Christmas time, 'tis a poor heart 
that never rejoices ! come, drink it my dear, (" Don't 
be so familiar, Mr. G.") I'm sure your blood is thin 
enough." And Mr. Griffin handed Magdalen the mug 
of beer. 

" I fear, sir, it will make my head ache ; — I had 
better take water." 

" Nonsense, girl, it will warm you, and make you 
dream, — dream of happier days, (Magdalen sighed 
deeply) and brighter morrows! — ^nay, dry those 
tears : I can't abear to see a woman cry ! here, Httle 
curly-wig," said the verger, misnamed Griffin, to 
conceal his rising emotion, "here, chickey-chick, 
chickey-chuck — ^ride a cock-horse!" and he drove 
Maggy's baby to Banbury Cross to see a fine lady 
ride on a white horse with a vehemence truly sur- 
prising at his age. 

Magdalen saw through the kind device, and tears 
of gratitude flooded her eyes. " See how you are 
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kicking up the hearth rug, Mr. G., do be a httle 
steady ! and, Nancy, get and pick up those crumbs — 
the place is like a bam ! Have you done ? Quite done ? 
Very well, then I'll put the tray away, wash up the 
things, and make the place a Httle tidy again. By- 
the-by, if I may be so bold, what shall we call you T 

" Magdalen ;" meekly responded the outcast. 

" Miss or Mrs. if you please ?" 

'' Magdalen." 

" Hem ! my name is Mrs. Polly Griffin — and my 
character is safe in the hands of some eight and forty 
ladies as I've nust off and on ! mine is !'^ 

Magdalen's breast heaved under the cruel 
inuendo, but she beat back her swelling feehngs, for 
she thought she recognized the acrid voice of her 
hostess, and scanned her features eagerly ; for an 
instant a chain of circumstances seemed to be 
presented to her, but in the next moment all was 
lost in the dim haze that enveloped her memory. 

" Abram, how wrong of you ! you ought to know 
better than kiss other people's babies, more especially 
people that's mysterious and equivocal-like !" 

Magdalen's heart was ready to break. 
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" Would you mind taking the child from him, 
Miss — Mrs. Magdalen f 

As Magdalen took her babe, her flooding eyes 
met the verger's ; tears of compassion were ghsten- 
ing in them. She saw them, and felt that she had 
one friend in the world. " To-morrow," said Mr. 
Griffin, "is Innocent's day, there will be service, 
Magdalen. Will you attend it V 

" Oh, I shall most gratefully do so!" repHed the 
poor mother with great earnestness. 

" Good ! We'll see what can be done for you. 
His Reverence is a most kind, worthy, charitable 
man, and " — 

" And always scrapes his shoes whenever he 
comes in here !" interposed the relentless she-Griffin, 
" I love him for it, I do !" 

Magdalen had neglected to perform this cere- 
mony, and felt the rebuke, but had sufficient 
fortitude to control her feelings ; nevertheless, a 
blush sufiused her cheek. "May 1 retire to — the 
bed you so generously offer me, ma'am, for I am 
weary and my babe needs sleep ?" 

" / didn't offer you any such thing, — ^it was Mr. 
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Griffin \" retorted the hard personification of tidiness 
and propriety, " Mr. G., where do you intend Miss — 
Mrs. Magdalen to sleep V 

Why, with Nancy, of course." 
Nay,'' said Magdalen, " any comer will do for 
me; I could sleep soundly and contentedly on the 
floor — anywhere.'' 

" Go, my child, go, and may God's blessing abide 
with you, and heal your worn body ! Nancy, shew 
her the way;" and the kind verger was about to 
grasp the woman's hand, when a smart thump across 
the shoulders recalled him to a sense of decorum. 

Nancy was going to act upon her uncle's direc- 
tion, when Mrs. Griffin snapped up the candle and 
marched her guest, like a criminal, to the chamber, 
remarking with graceful resignation, that Mr. G. 
must have his whim, she supposed, for what did he 
care, so long as he made her uncomfortable 1 and as 
for the bed — why, look at it! it was only big 
enough for a child, — let alone a grown woman and a 
baby beside — ^but Mr. G. always had his way, and 
she would sooner die than complain, — she never had 
and she never should, but Mr. G. ought to reflect and 
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not drag people in without considering her; and so 
on; and having succeeded in humbling her poor 
guest to the dust under these and other little 
feminine humihations, the injured wife left her, and 
regained the parlour. 

Mrs. Griffin found her lord absorbed in such deep 
meditation that his feet were actually on the fender 
— ^the bright fender! and, moreover, the hearth-rug 
was all sixes and sevens (as she called it — ^whatever 
that may mean). 

" Abram, look at yoiu* feet ! It wiU cost me a 
good hour's laboiu* to-morrow to remove those 
scratches ! and I think you might have tidied the 
place a little, while I was making your visitor as 
comfortable as I possibly could!" and with a rapid 
coup de main the gifted vergeress restored the 
mathematical precision of the sixes and sevens. 

" Are you asleep, Mr. G. V 

" No ; I am sad. Sad to think that you, PoUy, 
with your many household virtues, lack one thing — 
charity.'' 

" Humph ! that's aU the thanks / get for taking 
in your vagrants and making them comfortable !' 

H 2 
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" Did you ever hear his Reverence read a good 
old text from a good old Book, Polly, ' Whoso 
mocketh the poor reproacheth his Maker ? ' '' 

" Yes, Mr. G., and instead of preaching, 111 thank 
you another time to see that your visitors are 
respectable!'' 

• Mr. Griffin requested his other moiety to explain 
the meaning of the phrase uttered so emphatically. 

** Why, perhaps you will tell me, Mr. G., whether 
your friend wears a wedding ring, as she ought 

to do r 

" I never thought of looking," calmly responded 
the husband. "I saw that she was destitute, that 
was enough for me." 

" But / did ; and looked in vain. She hasn't 
got one — there T 

" Poor soul !" sorrowfully reflected the humane 
man, " sold it, no doubt, for a meal of victuals !" 

" No, Mr. G., she's a single woman ! and to 
think / should be obliged to have such people 
under my roof !" 

" How dare you try to soil the woman's reputa- 
tion, Polly ? How do you know she is single V 
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" I asked her !" retorted the immaculate wife, 
with triumphant acerbity, "I asked her husband's 
address/' 

" And her reply was 1" — 

" She made no reply, but pointed to her ringless 
hand. Who's in the right, now, Mr. G. 1 " 

An expression of deep commiseration overspread 
the verger's countenance ; an acute observer might 
have detected a tear ghding down his cheek. 

" Polly," said he, after a pause, during which 
his spouse instituted a strict search for crumbs 
upon the carpet, " Polly, I've heard his Reverence 
say the most beautiful trait in woman's character 
is sympathy." Mr. Griffin paused, then pursued 
calmly and sadly, extemporising a couplet without 
knowing it (the first and only time in his life that 
he was poetical,) " and, PoUy, remember that 

A fallen sister in distress 

Is still a sister, ne'ertheless ! ^^ 

" Bra-vo! Bra-vo-vo !'' spake a shrill, wild, and 
sonorous voice around the house, and past the 
cathedral. It was the wind. Mr. Griffin, Mrs. Griffin, 
and Nancy started. 
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" Who was that 1— you V 

" No/' 

" Nor you, Nancy 1 " 

" No, dear Uncle/' 

" Who could it have been '? — strange ! " 

" Some one outside the house, perhaps/' suggested 
the little girl, " or it might have been merely the 
wind/' 

" I suppose it must have been only the wind," 
said her uncle. " Come, it gets late, let's read a 
chapter, and go to bed/' And he chose a chapter 
in Hebrews, beginning " Be not forgetful to entertain 
strangers, for thereby many have entertained angek 



unawares/' 



Nancy lingered behind with her uncle, and when 
they were alone, she hung upon his neck and said, 
"Uncle, dear, wiU you teU me why you pity 
Magdalen?" 

" Because she is unhappy/' 
Why is she unhappy 1" 
Because she is unfortunate/' 
" And how is she unfortunate, uncle ? " 
This was a question which Mr. Grifl^ foimd 
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very difficult to answer, coming from a mere child. 
Nancy repeated it. 

" Because she hasn't a wedding ring," he at 
length answered. " There, my child, go to bed, for 
you must be weary, too." 

" Because she hasn't a wedding ring " thought 
the child again and again, " can that be aU ? only 
a wedding ring'?" and Nancy much wondering, and 
pitying much, betook herself to her room, where 
Magdalen and her babe lay already fast asleep. 

Mr. Griffin took a sorrowing heart to his pillow 
that night, and repeated ere he slept — 

'^ A fallen sister in distress 
Is still a sister, ne'ertheless." 

The winds were now mute and did not respond ; 
the applause this time was that of his own con- 
science. 

•55" 4t "SS- ^ % ^ 

Earher on that same eventful night, and under 
that same roof, there occurred a little scene which, 
in our office of true historian, we feel constrained 
to relate. 

The event, though happening, as we have said. 
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under that same rooftree, was wholly unknown 
and unsuspected by Mr. Griffin, Mrs. Griffin, Nancy, 
or even Snap, the only inhabitants thereof; and 
when we say that no human will or agency partici- 
pated in the said scene, the ear of credence will 
scarcely be accorded us ; and when we add that 
something not mortal or visible, tangible, ponderable 
or perceptible to any known sense, did, there and then, 
enact an important episode in this veracious chronicle, 
our readers will laugh us to scorn. But when we 
hasten to aver that a Fairy was concerned in it, and 
that a fairy did it, we know we shall be instantly 
restored to confidence, and our character redeemed. 

For who will dare to say he doubts the existence 
of fairies 1 Who would be so barbarous as to slay 
by a stem appeal to reason the darling creed of om* 
childhood, the dehcious conviction of our poetic 
adolescence, and, often, the comforting assurance of 
our riper years, — that spirits and fairies tend us ? 
Call them illusions if thou wilt, O matter-of-fact man 
of the world, — ^but dost not thou cherish thine airy 
nothings, impalpable phantoms, and unattainable 
chimeras, neither so harmless nor so holy as ours ? 
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Fairies, we repeat, enacted a something on that 
same night, under the verger's roof, and we will 
briefly narrate that something in the form of 

[LcETA, the guardian Spirit of the Hearth^ hovering over a 

small cabinet, 

Lceta : — 

^' What voice was that ? As I passed by 
Methought I heard a sob or sigh ; 
'Twas like, and yet unlike, the voice 
Of Spirita.'^ 

Spirita : — 

'^ I do rejoice. 

My Queen, that chance hath led thee here, 

And that my plaint hath reached thine ear." 

Loeta : — 

*^ Call it not ' chance.'* 'Tis all designed, 
Foreshadowed in the ruling Mind. 
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I came, because I did foresee 
Especial things concerning thee. 
But wherefore murmur? Sob or sigh 
Methought I heard as I drew nigh." 



Spirita :• 



** O Loeta, twice their ordered round 
The seasons and the signs have wound ; 
The solstice heat and winter cold 
Have twice in solemn circle rolled 
Since I, to guard this ring consigned, 
In dreary solitude have pined. 
I long for freedom I and again, 
My Queen, to join thy favoured train. 
For here in useless watch and ward, 
And lifeless as the thing I guard. 
My song is changed into the sigh 
That thou did'st hear in drawing nigh." 
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Lceta : — 

" Dost thou not know the morrow's light 
Will pierce the shadows of the night. 
And that its narrow, feeble ray 
Will widen into perfect day ? 
And dost thou think thy night eterne, 
And nothing in the East discern ? 
No herald monitor to show 
Forthcoming change for weal or woe ? 
None ? — Then be warned ; — but first relate 
Thy charge, — its nature and its fate. 
What tendest thou ?' 



Spirita : — 

'* A loop of gold, 
Of faultless round and perfect mould. 
From early time the ore had lain 
Nine fathoms down, a golden vein 
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In crystal rock, until the dread 
Volcano flung it from its bed. 
Snatched from eternal night it lay 
Abruptly given to the day. 
A gentle Spirit and benign. 
By chance (or haply, by design) 
Alighting near it, straightway spies 
The glittering unpolluted prize. 
^ O Gold,' he cries, * O beauteous Gold, 

* To hateftil uses bought and sold, — 
' Degraded treasure, — ^lovely bane, 

^ Must thou, who deep in earth hast lain 
' Since first creation, see the day 

* When man shall gamer thee away ? 

* And shalt thou bear the blood-red stain, 

* And tempt him to the deed of Cain ? 

* Shalt thou, O Gold, with curst allure 

* Make harlot of the sweet and pure ? 
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* Shalt thou with most malignant art 
' Make traitor the imswerving heart, 

* And bid the son against the sire, — 

* The friend against the friend, conspire ? 

* Shall heart to loving heart be true, 

* One life their essences imbue, 

' One nature consecrate the bond, 

^ One purpose here, — one hope beyond, 

* Till thou, so beauteous and so bright, 
^ Pass o'er them like a fatal blight ? 

^ And shall that love of fellow-kind, 

* That faith, that fondness, be resigned ? 

* Shall all within the hearths domain 
^ Be changed into the lust of gain? 

^ It shall not be ! I consecrate 
' To thee, bright ore, a holier fate ! 
' Take thou no form of coin or aught 
' To tempt, beguile, or bring to naught ; 
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^ Be thou no minister to vice, 
* No fool's desire, or wanton's price ; 
^ Undimmed thou art, undimmed remain, 
^ And undebased, without a stain !' 
^^ ^Twas said ; and when, upon a day. 
The ore was found and borne away^ 
An artificer, learned and old. 
Did weld the undefiled gold 
Into the simple typic thing 
Of human wedlock, — 'twas a Ring ! 
And ere it decked a human hand, 
Thou knowest, O Loeta, how we spanned 
The token, while, with solemn rite, 
A certain charm thou didst indite ?" 



LoBta : — 



" ^Tis true. My purpose was benign, 
To tend and foster gladness mine ; 
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My aim and essence to bestow 
Abiding gladness here below 1 
I plant the germ in every breast^ — 
To Nature I must leave the rest. 
The seed is good, — ^but what avail 
Its virtues, if the soil shall fail ? 

When the young Soul awakes in birth 
To run its pilgrimage on earth, — 
When first it thrills to light of day. 
Mine influence enters with the ray! 
Ere Care can wrap in moody fold, — 
Ere Thought can render form and mould, — 
Ere Sin can mar its hue and tone, 
I make the guileless heart mine own ! 
Till Gladness, writ in form and face. 
Bespeaks the spotless inner grace. 
But soon the Childhood of to- day 
To Youth advancing fades away ; 
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And Gladness, vacant and more rare, 
Betrays the sure approach of Care. 
The Man succeeds ; and year by year 
The germs of Gladness disappear ! 
A mocking libel takes its place, 
And art supplants the native grace : 
Life's uses, vanity and sin, 
Thus mar the grace I limned within ! 
And thus the gift which I designed 
Eternal to the human mind 
Is useless, for there lurks a foe 
To spoil the boon which I bestow. 

Albeit, with ceaseless hope and care 
Do I my sacred rites prepare ; 
And thus it was I wove a charm 
To guard this nuptial ring from harm. 

And thus the incantation ran. 
And thus remains, as it began : — 
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* Be blest the Wife, supremely blest, 
^ Of this symbolic Ring possest ! 

* Be dedicated to her hearth 

* The benlsons of special worth ! 

* Be Home-love like a fixed star, 

* To show where peace and concord are ! 

* Be Truth and Hope together blent, 

* And compassed round with pure Content ! 

* And then, whatever ills assail, 

* The gift of Gladness shall not fail. 

^ Yea, blest be she, supremely blest, 

* Of this enchanted Ring possest !' 



*^ 'Twas thus our benediction ran, 
And thus Invidia breathed a ban:- 



* If so it must be, be it so ; 

^ And rest the gift that ye bestow I 
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^ I cannot^ though I would, unweave 
' The potent philter that ye leave ; 
' But, ah, I can another spell 

* Devise will serve me quite as well ! 

* Let blessings with thee, Ring, reside 

^ Whilst thou on wedded hand abide, — 

* For so the Spirit hath decjreed, 

* And 'stablished it by word and deed. 
^ But if, by wanton will or chance, 

* Thou, Ring, shalt from her keeping glance, — 
^ If wife of thee be dispossest, 

' Fly all ! Fly Gladness, Hope, and Rest ! 

* Again I say it, — if ye part, 

* Confusion seize her,— head and heart ! 

* And worse than this, and worse than all, 

* Oblivion on her senses fall ! 

^ Delusion take the > place of truth, 
^ And Shame pui*sue with bitter ruth ! 
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^ Let all the woven charms abide 
^ With thee, to wedded hand allied, 
^ Put woe that hand, upon the day 
* That thou from keeping pass away !^ 



" 'Twas thus the pure unsullied ore 
At once a ban and blessing bore. 

Erelong the fated symbol spanned 
A pure and spotless vestal hand. 
And round about her sunny hearth 
The promised blessings sprang to birth. 

At length there came a fatal day, — 
The Ring unguarded slid away I 

Farewell to joy, a long farewell ! 
The ban hath marr'd the better spell ! 

Then, Spirita, my woven rites, 
My muttered charms and careful sleights, 

I2 



My hopeful and propitioua scheme 
Evanished as a morning dream I 
And Anguish, bitter, swiftj and keen, 
Laid waste the home where Peace had been I 

But I have said — the longest night 
Must own the sovereignty of light. 
So, watch thou, Spirita ; — an hour 
May bring to naught the evil pawcr I' 

L<eta vanishes.'] 
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We left little Nancy going to bed ; let us return 
to little Nancy, for a sweeter, more tender hearted, 
bUthe and intelligent maiden never gladdened a dull 
house. Nancy was just verging upon her teens, 
but she was a woman in the reflective faculties of 
her little mind, and the last words of her uncle 
returned to her lips unbidden, Uke an idea that had 
not been thoroughly appreciated and comprehended : — 
^^ Because she has not a wedding ring !'^ The child 
seemed to start at the thought as if a sudden light 
had illumined her mind. She approached the bed. 
The poor mother was already fast asleep, and the 
baby lay pressed to her bosom. A sorrow, which 
could not be mistaken even by a child,, was traced 
upon her face. "Poor Magdalen!^' thought Nancy, 
and tears filled her eyes. " How pale she looks, and 
how thin this poor hand is !" and Nancy kissed the 
thin hand that lay upon the coverlid. ^* And is it 
really because this dear hand doesn^t wear a wedding 
ring 1 Can so much depend upon so little ? If it is 
so, is there no one in this great world who will 
give poor Magdalen a ring to wear 1 It seems so 
easy to make her happy, if a ring ia all she needs 1 
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Oh, I would give everything I have — all the world — 
if I could make poor Magdalen happy ! " 

Nancy sat in a comer upon her play-box, and 
buried her face in her hand, as these reflections 
passed through her mind, and she was very sad. 

Suddenly a thought flashed upon her, making 
her young heart beat as it had never beat before, 
and bringiQg a flood of crimson to her brow. " Yes, 
yes,'' she exclaimed to herself, pressing her hands 
to her heart, " I can and I will do it ! I can and I 
wili make Magdalen happy! so easy to do it while 
she sleeps ! No one will know it, and she will never 
suspect that it was I who made her happy ! Yes, 
there's a wedding ring in the little ebony box down 
stairs. Aiuit has often shown it me, and said it 
would do for me when I grew to be a woman and 
married. I can get it, and easily sHde it on to poor 
Magdalen's hand ; and when she awakes she will be 
happy ! Yes, I will do it ! '' and the earnest child, 
slipping from the room, went noiselessly down stairs, 
reached the little black box from the shelf, and there, 
sure enough, found a wedding ring. Back agaiQ she 
gUdes to her room, steals to the bed side, and 
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breathlessly, with a beating heart, slides the ring 
upon the finger of the sleeping woman. Is it fancy, 
or does a thrill really pass through the mother 1 
and is it fancy, or do the winds without, catching 
the stroke of the Minster clock, breathe exultingly 
aroimd the house, "'TVs well ! ^Tis wellT It must 
be the child's fancy, it cannot be aught but fancy, 
it is only the Minster chime, she argues with herself, 
as she creeps quietly and contentedly into a comer 
of the bed. 

Magdalen lay wrapt in a deep and tranquil 
sleep ; and it is our privilege as historian to peer 
beneath those closed eyelids, and participate iq the 
thoughts and visions that attended that sleep. 

Magdalen dreamed. 

A DREAM. Mysterious phenomenon! glorious, 
terrible faculty ! How utterly we surrender mind 
and body to its influence ! How the heart wiU 
beat, and the tears flow, the blood stir, and the braiQ 
reel, under the phantasy of a dream ! And agaiQ, 
how pure the delight, — ^how still the quiet, — ^how 
divine the symphonies,— how exact, vivid, swift, 
bright and absolute the scenes they pourtray, the 
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sensations they evoke ! Verily, to dream is to 
possess a glorious but a fearful privilege, whereby we 
snatch, as it were, a foretaste of that fiiture state 
in which Time, Space, and Matter are no more, and 
the laws that control them cancelled for ever ! 

And Magdalen lay, wandering in the delicious 
mazes of a fair dream ; and in that dream the 
Blank in her memory was supplied. 

She is at home again, at the dear old home of her 
childhood, and her beloved father lives again. She 
hears again his familiar voice, she feels again his 
soft affectionate caress, she holds again his gentle 
hand, and walks with him as in the old time. 

He is twining for her brow a wreath of pure 
white flowers, and he places in her bosom a lily, 
emblem of her own purity, as they wind along an 
endless avenue of flowers, with soft sward beneath 
their feet, countless birds warbling around them, 
all the sweets of woodland before and about them, 
and the scented breath of a cloudless summer's day 
everywhere. Surely, these delights are too abundant 
ever to be exhausted, too substantial ever to pass 
away I 
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Magdalen turns with a fiill heart to meet the 
loving gaze of her father, — another form has merged 
into his ! — her next dearest tie upon earth, her lover, 
her affianced, has taken his place and walks beside 
her. The transformation gives her no surprise — ^aU 
anomalies are coherent in a dream, — and her lover, 
breathing Lato her love-thirsting heart the avowal 
of his own, places the wreath of white flowers upon 
her brow, as he walks beside her. 

And they journeyed along that endless avenue 
of flowers, to the song of the wild wood minstrel, 
on that cloudless summer day. 

Presently, turning down a sequestered grove, 
they reach a rural church, clad in ivy of a hundred 
years growth, and overshadowed by yews, cedars, 
and oaks, that stand like giant guardians round 
about it. 

And now it is that, in her dream, Magdalen fills 
the Blank lq her memory. 

At the church door stands the venerable pastor, 
clad in white, and as the affianced lovers approach 
he advances to meet them ; then takiQg them affec- 
tionately by the hand, on either side one, he leads 
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them to the altar, and there, with his benison, in the 
name of Grod and before man, he declares them to 
be man and wife, 

Man and Wife ! Her cup of happiness is full 
to the overflow, — she is his and he is hers I 

Joy too great for a deUcate brain — for a fine 
sensibihty ! She sees, in her dream, that there is 
suddenly an end to that fair avenue of flowers — 
that the birds have ceased their carol, — that the Bun 
has abruptly set, — that a terrible cloud overshadows 
her — envelopes her in unpenetrable darkness, — ^that 
in the hey-day of her joy a fever smites her, — ^that 
her reason falters, — that her memory fails, and that 
the Blank succeeds ! 
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The delicate sleeper awoke with a wail to rend a 
heart of stone. It was morning. 

Mrs. Griffin was up and about, setting sixes and 
sevens straight, sweeping up shoemarks, and engaged 
in an absorbing search after crumbs. The cry that 
escaped Magdalen brought her to the bed side. 
Nancy was tenderly caressing the agitated young 
woman. 

"Oh, tell me, ma'am, do I dream? — speak, 
speak !'^ 

" This comes of the beer ! I knew it would ; — 
you ought to have known better. Miss, than to drink 

itr 

" Do not, dear Aunty,'' said Nancy, entreatingly, 
" do not be so harsh to poor Magdalen, see how she 
is crying!" 

" Yes, and all on the clean pillowcase ! this is all 
I get for taking in people out of the streets, and 
making them comfortable ! and it's quite time you, at 
any rate, were up, Nancy, and helping me to get the 
place a little tidy again!" And the virtuous Mrs. 
Griffin darted out of the room to renew her perqui- 
sitions after crumbs. 
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Neither she nor Magdalen had perceived the ring. 

** Nancy/' said the homeless mother, taking her 
young companion to her heart, "I have had a 
dream — a dream of the past. — Listen, let me hasten 
to tell it, lest I forget it !" 

*' Yes, tell me, dear Magdalen," said the sympa- 
thising child, " do, do ! '^ 

"Alas, it is gone!" groaned the poor mother, 
pressing her hand to her throbbing temples, vainly 
trying to arrest the clue that was vanishing, " gone, 
quite gone — and all is blank as before ! The cloud 
envelopes me again ! " 

"*The cloud,' dear Magdalen 1 — ^the morning is 
bright and clear, — what do you mean ? " 

" Forgetfulness ! — ^yet, no — I think it is not 
wholly so. I remember that I was at home again, 
and young, and like you, Nancy, ianocent," — 

''Agatha!'' softly and tenderly breathed the 
winds without, in the melodious utterance of a 
human voice. 

"Who calls me ' Agatha' V exclaimed the poor 
woman hysterically, wringing her hands, "I am 
Magdalen, the betrayed Magdalen, — the castaway ! " 
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" Upon my word, here's a pretty state of things ! 
and to think that Abram doesn't seem sorry a bit 
for having upset me with his vagrants, but goes on 
saying texts out o' Scripture, like the Parson himself! 
Oh, its cruel, cruel! just as I had got the place nice 
and tidy too!" This charitable speech burst in a 
torrent from the lips of the irreproachable vergeress 
. as she re-entered the room, and caught the last 
accents of her swooning guest. 

At the very next moment, however, good Mrs. 
Griflfin felt her own knees totter beneath her, and 
her own heart pause within her, and symptoms of 
fainting come over her, (which catastrophe was 
happily averted by her sitting down, to avoid 
criunpUng her attire,) for as she now gazed upon 
Magdalen, lying on the bed, white, cold and motion- 
less as death, a remembrance seemed to strike her 
with fear and doubt, and she gasped " Surely, surely, 
I have seen that woman before ! or else she's the 
very pictur of her as I nust with the fever !" 

But Mrs. Griffin's weakness was only momentary. 
" How imcommon stupid of me ! Now I look at her 
agen, she isn't a bit like. What ever could have 
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made me come over so, I wonder 1" And good 
Mrs. G., casting another withering glance at the 
forlorn and lost sinner, descended to the parloujr to 
polish the desecrated fender. 

But a (Jisturbing thought still seemed to. abide in 
the mind of good Mrs. G., for, strangely enough, 
instead of proceeding with the intended task, she 
went stealthily to the cabinet, reached down the 
identical box that Nancy had recently visited, and 
peered curiously within it. 

Good Mrs. G. is visibly disappointed, — embar- 
rassed, — ^agitated. The thing she seeks is not there. 
Its absence astounds her, and her natural presence of 
mind so utterly forsakes her, that she actually rubs 
the fender with her crisp white apron, allows Snap to 
enter the parlour without first wiping his feet, and 
stirs the fire with the bright poker ! 
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T was, as the reader 
will remember, early . 
morning when Roland, 
awaking from a trou- 
bled dream, discovered 
the myBteriouB docu- 
ment upon his desk, 
tore it into fragments, 
and tossed it to the 
winds, which bore it 
away with a deep and 
muttered threat. 
It was long ere his unstrung mind recovered its 
composure. He sat long and moodily. He had a 



natural horror of that capricious infirmity which 
might at any time return upon him, and hold him 
in its fearfiil thralL To dream is wonderful, to do 
in your dream feariull "Who would not rather 
encoxmter a burglar, armed to the teeth, than the 
noiseless sleep-walker 1 Many a man of nerve and 
strength, who would grapple with the desperate thief, 
would sink powerless and awe-stricken hefore the 
harmless somnambulist. 

Roland appreciated the danger of this infirmity 
until he feared to think upon it, when, seizing his 
hat, he issued forth and sought distraction in a brisk 
walk. Turning a comer, he caused much astonish- 
ment by suddenly halting, gazing upon the path 
before him, and, with a bound — a hop, step, and 
jump — endeavouring to stamp upon certain torn 
firagments of paper that whirl, spin, and dance in 
wild gyrations before him. His activity is in vain, 
the Hght atoms elude his foot, mock his clutch, and 
wheel in mad eddies, drifting before the gusty wind 
that seems to give them life, and to deride his 
useless p\usuit with a wild " Ha ! ha .'" 

Much the passers-by marvelled to behold a sedate. 
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whiskered gentleman engaged in saltatory exercises 
in the street, and leaping like a school-boy, as he 
chased the wanton fragments which, with a hiss and 
a laugh, at length mounted into upper air. Roland 
was too wrapt in his purpose to heed the derisive 
shouts of the spectators ; for he had recognised the 
torn fragments of the mysterious writing, the pro- 
duce of his terrible dream. 

The phenomenon filled him with extreme trepi- 
dation. It might, indeed, be chance that brought 
this extraordinary document back again to him, — 
but might not chance also cast them into strange 
hands? Might they not be arranged by the inge- 
nious finder in their proper order, and used against 
him ? Of what avail would it be for him to repu- 
diate the written confession of a deed of blood, 
signed as it is with his hand? Who would credit 
his assertion that it is a huge lie — a chimera — the 

m 

offspring of a diseased imagination and a troubled 
dream? 

Such thoughts afflicted him as he urged his 
way — ^he cared not whither.. Habit, however, had 
brought him to Hester's abode, — Hester, whom he 

K 
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loved — Hester, his betrothed. There, at least, he will 
find consolation, distraction, and forgetfnlness. 

Roland enters the house. Reaching the drawing- 
room door, his step is arrested by the sound of Hester's 
lute, as she sang an extempore and melancholy air. 
He could not catch the words, but the strain perplexed 
him. When Hester ceased he entered the room. 

"I could hardly credit my ears," said he, em- 
bracing her : " Your voice, usually so joyous and 
birdlike, is ill suited to so sorrowful a ditty.. Tell 
me, Hester, what saddens your songi'' 

" An idle thought, dear Roland, nothing more. 
A woman's moods are, as you know, capricious, — 
influenced by trifles, and any shght thing,— a sound, 
a dream, — anything, may shape them/' 

" * A dream ! ' Have you too had a dream, 
Hester 1 " he demanded, starting. 

" Not a dream exactly, — rather a waking fancy 
last night, that determined my song." 

" Sing me the song." 

"Nay, it is not the happy one I love to give you; 
but, Roland, how pale you look this morning, — are 
you ailing r' 



AGATHA. 139 

" A slight headache, nothing more ; sing me the 
song ! " 

" But yoinr hand trembles, Roland ! " 
The song — the song ! " 
It is a foolish one, — spare me." 
You have piqued my curiosity, Hester ; sing it, 
if you care to please me/^ 

" You know, dear . Roland, that my greatest 
happiness is to please you ! " and Hester immediately 
took her lute and sang : — 



<6 



« 



<t 



'^ Last night I lay a-thinking 
Of pome old poetic fancy. 
When murmurs came aci^oss the wold. 
Like voices from the Minster old, 
Borne thence by necromancy. 
I wondered what the breezes said 
Around the house, around the bed, 
As I lay there a-thinking, — 

A-thinking and a-thinking. 

k2 



" As I la^ there a-thinking 

Of that old poetic ditty. 

Across the hill the Toices came. 

And seemed to syllable a Name, 

In tones of human pity ' 

Aad '■Agatha!' among the trees, 

And ' Agatha /' upon the breeze 

I heard as I lay thinking, — 

A-thinking and a-thinking [ 

" As I lay there a-thinking 
If it boded joy or sorrow, 
Metholight the burden of their song 
Was ' WT<mg-to-R^ht-and-Right-ti>-JVrong, 

To-morrow and To-morrow ! ' 
And to and fro they eeeined to sway, 
Until they softly died away, 
As I lay there a-thinking, — 

A'thinkJDg and a-thinkiug!" 
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"You look pained, dear Roland!" exclaimed 
Hester, laying down her lute, — " Oh, I wish I had 
not yielded to your curiosity and repeated the foolish 
song. Why, even yoiu* lips quiver ! oh, tell me, what 
ails you 1'' 

"Nothing in the world. I'm a httle chilly, 
merely that, beUeve me." 

As if to contradict Roland's assertion, the relent- 
less wind muttered around the house with a wailing 
sound. 

" Oh, Roland," cried Hester, starting to her feet, 
"heard you that singular effect of the wintry 
wind?" 

Her lover was absorbed in thought. 

" Did you not detect a word — a namef' 

Roland was stUl silent. 

" The name that I heard in the night, — the voice 
that suggested my song ! Did you not remark it 1" 

" I remarked nothing,'^ replied Roland, with an 
effort. 

''Agatha!" sharply retorted the gusty breeze, 
as it burst open the door, and at the same instant 
Roland beheld a strealm of paper fragments dart into 
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the room, and with the most minute exactness 
arrange themselves in their proper order upon the 
wall : — 



a 
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There stood the damnable writing, to confound, 
convict, condemn ! There it stood, like the terrible 
denimciation of Belshazzar — '' Meney Mene, Tekel, 
Upliarsinf and the bewildered man smote his brow 
to assure himself that he was not still a prey to some 
morbid hallucination. 

" Do not believe it, Hester !" he ejaculated " it is 
a mad invention of my dream — ^a hideous delusion ! 
I did not miu-der her — I swear I did not V 

" What means this wild and incoherent speech of 
yours, Roland 1" demanded Hester in terror and 
amazement. 

" Did you not read itV 

" Read what, my poor friend ? " 

" The writing on the wall !'' 

^' Where?" 

" Yonder ! " and Roland pointed to the spot, but 
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Hester, following the direction of his hand, saw 
nothing. 

"Read,'' he cried '*but do not believe! it is a 
ghastly lie of my own inventing \" 

"What terrible jest is this, Roland? I see 
nothing whatever ! " 

" It disperses ! look now, — ^they flutter about the 
room like moths, — they dart through the door,— 
they mock me, — ah ! I will have them at lastr— -they 
cannot escape me now !'' Arid the frenzied man 
darted in pursuit of the fragments which he beheld 
fluttering before him. Out of the house, along the 
street, and down the road they lightly flew ; and as 
Roland followed in the hope of possessing them 
every instant, they still "marshalled him the way 
that he should go.'* Presently the flying papers 
dispersed, and mounted into the air, out of sight. 

A bell struck upon his ear and completed the 
concatenation of strange incidents that pressed upon 
him. It was the Minster bell. It was the distinctly 
pronounced " Woe, Woe !^' that had haunted him in 
the night. 

Raising his eyes, he found himself before the 



Cathedral itaelf, and near a grave beside which 
a stranger knelt. Notwithstanding his extreme 
agitation, Roland was conscious of the extravagance 
of the pantomime he had just enacted; and the 
presence of the stranger, who appeared to be easing 
his laden heart in calm and noiseless grief upon a 
cold grave, arrested his step, and dissipated the 
frenzy that had possessed him. 

He stood and contemplated the moximer. 
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F Julian's 
intentions had been re- 
alized, we should have 
had nothing to do but 
simply to leave hifn to 
the grave contempla- 
tion of the coroner and 
an intelhgent jury, who 
in their turn would 
have left him (unless 
identified and claimed) 
to the curious manipu- 
lations of hospital students, or an unknown "grave at 
the parish expense. 
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Happily, owing to the penetration and pru- 
dence of the apothecary, the would-be suicide was 
foiled. Death had slipped through his fingers. 

Julian's corse slept, and, strange to say, Julian's 
corse dreamed a dream. 

But Sleep, that kind restorer of wasted Nature, 
that balm of healing to the physical wound, that 
solace to the bleeding heart, brought no ease to the 
suicide. 

Julian dreamt a terrible dream. 

He thought that he was floating over the deep 
calm waters of a lake, with the dear partaker of his 
hopes — ^Agatha. He held his wife's delicate, thin 
hand in his, and anxiously watched the pallor and 
the flush, the hght and the shade, that passed over 
her face, bespeaking the serious nature of the fever 
that had passed upon her. Her mind, like her body, 
was not yet whoUy restored to health ; unstrung by 
sickness, it was apathetic and melancholy. 

They drifted with the breeze as the sun went 
down, and, in his dream, Julian beheld Agatha rise 
slowly, silently, from her place by his side, and point 
downward into the dark waters. 



AGATHA. 147 

Not a word escaped her ; not a sound broke the 
deep stilhiess, save the sighing of the evening breeze. 
Statue-Hke she stood, pointing into the dark waters, 
her hair falling in golden ripples to her feet. 

Julian attempted to rise also, — he was rooted to 
the seat. He essayed to speak, — ^his tongue clove to 
his teeth ; and still she, his wife, stood steadfastly 
pointing into the deep waters. 

Presently, as he dreamed, an intense darkness 
enveloped them : the sunset, the sky, the water and 
the boat, were all lost to sight in the impenetrable 
gloom, while she, Agatha, stood hke a pure angel of 
whiteness, still pointing downward into the deep 
waters. 

The waters are the waters of Oblivion. 

She is gone ! The waters possess her ! And the 
mournful sough of the winds passes over them as 
they close upon their victim. 

The sleeper in his agony madly endeavours to 
leap into the gulf and save her, but an irresistible 
power fixes him, and he struggles and plunges in 
vain. 

The fair vision has fled for ever ! 
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The waters again wanton gaily with the breeze, 
and the boat floats on ; the night birds come and go ; 
the stars rise and set ; the dawn returns, but the fair 
vision, the Agatha of his passionate heart, comes 
back no more ! and the struggling, frenzied, impotent 
dreamer still glides upon the wave. 

But see! before him in the boat where she 
stood pointing into the dark waters, there now 
stands — a child! a boy with bright golden curls 
and a spotless robe, and he points,— not into the 
waters but upward — to Heaven. And there comes 
a voice, a soft, gentle voice, upon the breeze — 
Agathq,'s voice, whispering *^ He is mine — he is 
thine!" and in the bright creation of his dream, 
Juhan discerns the softened image of Agatha and 
of himself. Presently, as the breeze faintly articu- 
lates in the distance *'IIe is mine — he is thinej' 
the waves leap up, hissing — seething — they are 
flames! They cling aroimd the visionary child — , 
envelope him — ^blast him — devour him! — ^he too is 
lost, and still the desperate but helpless dreamer 
floats upon the lake. 

In an instant the scene has changed. 
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He feels that he is darting down a declivity- 
through a raging tempest. 

The tempest is the tempest of Despair. 

Demons of the storm goad him to self-destruction ; 
they taunt him with his love of life ; they hiss upon 
him, and smite him with scorpions as he flies head- 
long down the easy slope, towards the blank Lethe 
waters below. Death is his desire; it lies before 
him. 

But on the brink of the gulf there stands a veiled 
figure of whiteness, a woman, barring his way. His 
course is arrested : he cannot reach the precipice, for 
he cannot pass that veiled figure. The woman takes 
him by the hand, and leads him from the dark 
stream, saying "I have tasted of yon waters, — I 
have known obKvion, deep as death ! oh, be warned — 
fly fi:om thy desperate purpose ; — turn to the East — 
behold the glorious symbol of hope, as the West is 
that of regret! see how the sun plays upon the 
flying night, giving earnest of gladness to come ; see 
how it gilds the turrets of the house of God, as they 
strain upward to catch the dawn, while all aroimd 
is impenetrable gloom ! 
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" The gloom is thy folly,— the gilded spire is the 
beacon of hope presented to thee! Accept the 
admonition — ^repair thither with a penitent heart ; — 
thoii wilt not be rejected. Look upward V . 

The veiled woman, suiting the action to the word, 
turned her face uncovered to the sun. It was 
Agatha 1 . 

The dreamer, bursting the iron bonds of his 
trance with a desperate effort, awoke. 

" Where, where is she?'' shrieked Julian, springing 
from his bed in a paroxysm of anguish. "Gone V 

"If you mean the poor woman Magdalen, sir/' 
replied the landlord, who at that juncture entered 
the room, hoping to find his guest recovered after his 
night's rest, "she's been gone hoiu:s and hours ago." 

" The veiled woman, my Agatha ! I saw her as 
distinctly as I now see you !" 

"Gracious!" thought the landlord, "here's a 
pretty stroke of business for the * Rising Sun!' I 
thought the doctor said a little sleep would set him 
aU right ; mad — and no mistake !" then turning with 
ill-concealed alarm to his guest, he said " if I might 
be so bold, sir, I should think that — '' 
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"That I am mad, eh^' tartly retorted Julian, 
recovering himself. 

" Oh, dear no, sir, — ^nothing could be farther from 
my thoughts,^ — I was going to say that I should 
think you have perhaps — ^been— Kireaining/' 

" I know it, good man,'' answered Julian, ** I 
know that I have but dresamed; but I know 
likewise that dreams are sometimes revelations of 
the future, or pictures of the past, granted to warn, 
to instruct, or to rebuke/' 

" He's not so mad as he seems," nuninated Bonifade. 

" My dream was both a revelation and a rebuke." 

" Hem !" coughed the landlord, " seems to me he's 
got a mortal sight o' laming." 

" Now I am assured," pursued Julian, " that she 
walks in the wind, and speaks in the passing breeze — 
for that was the revelation." 

*'I begin to fear, after all, that it's a hopeless 
case, and that he is more mad than ever !", thought 
the publican. 

" Now am I assured that I have imdergone the 
just scourge of the would-be murderer;- — that was 
the rebuke." 
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" * Murderer ?"' gasped the host, seizing the handle 
of the door, and gazing in the greatest horror at his 
guest. 

" Yes, self-murderer in will, if not in deed !'' 

" Oh yes, he's mad, raving mad, as I'm a sinner !'' 
eried the publican, retreating from the room, closing 
the door behind him, timiing the key, and crying 
for help. 

Julian opened the window ; the cool air refreshed 
his heated brow, and calmed the tide that rioted in 
his visins. He still held in his hand the little curl, 
and suddenly remembering it, he looked upon the 
soft and silken tribute of a mother's gratitude. 

A cold tremor ran through him as it met his 
glance, for such curls as this adorned the child of his 
dream! He is gazing earnestly upon it, as if to 
read the riddle that seems to liu:k in everything 
aroimd and about him within these few hours, when 
" Whiff!" a sharp gust of wind snatches it from his 
hand. 

It is gone ! borne lightly into space. 

Calmly and deliberately muttered Julian to him- 
self " Who will now dare to question that she walk^ 
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in the winds ? Oh, Agatha, Agatha, wert thou 
fearful lest my widowed heart should cling in love to 
that little offering? Wert thou fearfiil that thine 
image might fade from my remembrance, and that I 
could learn to cherish a token which was not of thee, 
that thou shoulds't snatch yon poor gift away, and 
tear its light hairs asimder thus ? Oh, my Agatha, 
if I held it at all dear, it was because it so resem- 
bled thy golden curls, and recalled my dream of 
thee!" 

The landlord, re-entering with a brace of assis- 
tants, interrupted Julian's soliloquy. "Good sir," 
said the young man with great composure, "you 
give yourself unnecessary trouble : my madness 
needs neither bolts, cords, nor keepers ! I shall quit 
your hospitable roof without breaking the ftimit\u*e 
or the peace. Tell the humane apothecary that his 
drug has afforded me more pangs than the twenty 
deaths I coveted, — ^but not more than I deserved. I 
thank him ; for he has afforded me interco\u*se with 
the dead. And if the poor outcast, the woman 
Magdalen, should come again, tell her that I would 
have worn and prized her child's curl, — for its rare 
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beauty if for nothing else, — ^but that a jealous spirit, 
who walks in the wind, became enamoured of it, and 
snatched it from me. It floats in the sunbeams 
yonder !'' So spying, JuUan quitted the * Rising Sun' 
with a tranqmlhty that amazed the two assistants, 
who expected to have dealings with a fiuious lunatic, 
and exasperated the landlord, who now gave it as his 
opinion that " the gentleman had been only hacting 
after aU!" 

Once in the open air, the yoimg man could more 
calmly meditate upon the events of the night, and 
review the extraordinary points of his dream. Could 
not much that appeared unaccoimtable be traced to 
the circumstances of the previous night, — the -fire, — 
the escape, — ^the visit of the poor outcast mother, — 
the ciu*l of golden hair she had offered him, — ^his mad 
attempt at self-destruction ? Bathing his brow in 
the frosty air, he could now analyze these phases and 
phenomena with calm dispassion, and the solution 
appeared to be, that the whole affair was but the 
produce of a "heat-oppressed. brain." It was, indeed, 
painful to dismiss the comforting idea that his 
beloved wife hovered about him in the nature of a 
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spirit, and breathed to him the name he loved J — ^it 
was parting with a new-found solace, to dissipate the 
belief that she could attend his pillow, converse with 
him in his dreams, admonish his follies, and point the 
way wherein he ought to go ; but all these subtleties 
faded to nothing as he fronted the bracing morning 
air. One thought of his dream, however, his reason 
cherished dearly, as a suggestion that should not be 
discarded. It was the parting admonition of the 
veiled, visionary woman. The Agatha of his dream 
had pointed to the cathedral spires, tipped with the 
gold of the risen sun. 

" Blessed coimsel ! '' reflected Julian, " if for that 
suggestion alone, my dream shall not be in vain. I 
have too long neglected to seek comfort there .'" 

So thitherward he turned his steps. 

The Minster doors were not yet opened, and the 
young man walked round and roiuid the sacred pile, 
wrapt in a becoming mood of thought. He wandered 
into the graveyard, and paused from time to time 
to read the epitaphs. 

Presently he came to a newly made grave, 
and as his eye fell upon the inscription, a cry of 
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pain and wonder escaped him. The words were 
these : — 

TO TH E M EMORY OF 

AGATHA 

Is this too a freak of his imagination ? To assure 
himself of the fact, Julian passed his fingers over 
the graven words. 

Then all the superstitious terrors, all the wild 
conjectures he had dismissed, returned upon him. 
The creations of his dream again took the distinct 
proportions of reality, for now was its revelation 
substantiated ! 

" Did I not demand an indication of her fate — of 
her resting place? and did not the veiled Agatha 
of my dream point to the spires of the Minster, 
where now I stand ? Yes, yes ! " cried Julian, his 
heart writhing in its agony, and his brain reeling 
with bewilderment, " her body lies biuied below, and 
her spirit hovers about me in the winds of heaven ! " 

Overwhelmed with this startling discovery, Julian 
fell prostrate upon Agatha's grave. 



Jffkntr antr |«Itan. 




OLAND, we have said, 
found himself beneath 
the Mmster walls, con- 
founded by the rpe- 
nacing utterance of the 
deep-toned bell that 
had afSicted him in the 
night. As he stood, 
not knowing how to 
' t encounter or escape the 
accumulating terrors 
that seemed within 
these few hours to pursue him with merciless fury, he 
beheld a young man rise from a grave-side, within ■ 
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a few paces of him, evidently in deep distress. It 
was Julian. 

" Here is a man/' thought Roland, " bowed down 
beneath the burden of an irreparable grief He is 
mourning for the dead. I will speak to him. If I 
can offer him consolation, I shall myself be consoled." 
And Roland, approaching the stranger, addressed 
him with respect and kindness : — " Sir, if I were 
to remind you that sorrow is the common lot, and 
that to suffer much is to learn much, I should utter 
a cold truism which you would scarcely heed ; but if, 
commiserating your grief, I offer you the sympathy 
of a heart itself bowed down under peculiar trial, 
I believe that you will not reject it." 

" I thank you," replied Juhan, " I thank you 
most warmly. I accept the sympathy you proffer 
me, though there can scarcely be community of feeling 
between us." 

" Why so ? " demanded his interlocutor. 

*' Because my sorrow is but of a few hours* 
growth, while yoiu*s, probably " — 

" Dates from last night," added Roland, " from 
the hour miscalled the hour of rest." 
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"Ah!" ejaculated Julian, looking earnestly and 
curiously into his companion's face, "have you too 
been tormented in a dream ? " 

Roland in his turn started. " How do you know 
that I have dreamed V^ he demanded vehemently. 

" Pardon me, Sir, if I have unwittingly hurt 
your feelings. I meant not that you, but that /, 
had dreamed. You proffered me yoiu* sjrmpathy, 
and I spoke freely, — but you see, we clash already : 
I knew there could be no fellowship of sorrow 
between us. Let us part.'' 

"Nay, nay," replied Roland, recovering himself, 
"believe me, I thought that you in common with 
everything about me to-day mocked me. In truth, 
I had a dream — a delusion, therefore am I here. 
If you too have dreamed and suffered " — 

" The pangs of death, yes ! " 

" Then indeed there is a brotherhood of sorrow 
between us!" and Roland grasped the stranger's 
hand. 

" Sir," continued he, " let me give words to my 
secret first. Mine is the sorrow of Remorse ! " 

" And mine that of Regret !" 
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" Mine is for a sister wronged !" 

" Mine for a wife dead ! " 

The young men gazed in each other's face, each 
doubting each ; but they read the stamp of truth 
therein. 

" Since last night," pursued Roland, " the demons 
of the gale have tormented me." 

" Since last night a spirit of the winds has 
haunted and soothed me." responded the stranger. 

" The demons lured me hither." 

" The good spirit pointed to me the way." 

This brief colloquy between the young men 
aroused in each such wonderment, such mutual 
interest, such cordial sympathy, and, withal, such 
fear, that both forgot their own peculiar troubles 
in those of his companion. With one accord they 
exclaimed together : — 

" Then, a common sorrow unites us ! " and their 
hands were again locked in an earnest grasp. 

Roland first broke the silence which followed : — 

" Sir, I do not ask the particular nature and 
circumstances of your grief, — the substance appears 
to be in yonder grave — and there you can anchor 
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your heart, and there hereafter yourself rest. But 
I have no such fixedness of sorrow. It is everywhere 
and it is nowhere ! It is a reality and it is a 
fiction!" and Roland, with certain reservations, 
described his wild dream; — ^his somnolency; — ^the 
self-accusing document which he had written under 
its influence ; — his demolition of that document ; — 
the menace of the winds as they bore the atoms 
away; — ^their re-appearance, their mockery, and 
their aUiu-e. " This Nemesis," he continued, " which ' 
since yesternight scourges me with relentless fury, 
hovers about me still, — see, the atoms arrange 
themselves even now upon the path before us. 
There! There !'^ 

Julian scanned the path up and down, but saw 
nothing. 

"They disperse again as before!" cried Roland, 
greatly agitated. "Oh, my sister,* would that I 
could appease the just vengeance of thy spirit! 
Would that I, like this widowed man, could discover 
thy resting place, and kneel, as he kneels, beside 
it, and there invoke thy mercy ! " 

The winds rustled by with a lugubrious soxmd. 
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** Heard you the voice?'' whispered Roland, in 
extreme fear, to his companion. 

" Yes, it called me by name !" answered Julian, no 
less excited. 

" Nay, you err. It was my name it breathed !" 

" I aver it uttered ^ Julian T^^ 

" As I live it said * Roland ! * '' 

" Your senses deceive you, sir," persisted Julian. 

" And you, sir, deceive your senses !" retorted the 
other. 

The captious reader will, we dare say, venture an 
opinion, based on some psychological theory, that 
the whole thing from first to last was a mere 
hallucination ; that the winds uttered neithw one 
name nor the other, but merely howled as is their 
wont in gusty winter ; and that each of the young 
men, with fatuous egotism, interpreted the sound to 
suit his own individual case ; and that he had, all 
along, in like manner appropriated the common 
accidents of the moment, and adapted them with 
singular ingenuity according to his own idiosyncrasy, 
— stabbing himself with air-drawn daggers. Con- 
science in the one case, and Despair in the other. 
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giving form and significance, weight and intention, to 
its accidental surroundings. 

Wrapt though we are in the dutifiil belief that 
the whole course of strange, uncouth, and startling 
events of this particular history must and shall be 
wholly and solely attributable to preternatural 
agency, nevertheless, far be it from us to repudiate 
the proposition aforesaid ; — ^far be it from us to 
maintain, in defiance of our astute reader, that the 
good or evil aspect of things — the brightness or the 
gloom, — ^the hope or the despair, came to our heroes 
from without rather than from within. 

For (to make a clean breast) — ^how well do we 
remember those bright May morning when we, in 
our Pauline days, did yield to temptation and played 
truant ! (Alas the error, how sincerely do we in our 
manhood regret it !) and how well do we remember 
to have read a censiire in every face we met, a rebuke 
in every soimd, and ''caveT in every breath of the 
wind ! How we fled from our own shadow, — started 
at o\ir own voice, — trembled at our own footfall! 
On those bright May mornings, the fields lost their 
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verdure, the aun its genial warmth, the birds their 
cheery melody, the breeze its exhilarating power. 
All was changed! our companion was hateful to 
us, ourself insupportable ; cherished scenes became 
repellent, and lawless fi-eedom, absolute bondage. 

And shall we doubt that Conscience turned all 
things awry that bright May day ? — that Conscience 
evoked stin^ng serpents of rebuke from the flower- 
decked hedge, the sunny lea, and the vocal birds 1 

And dare we deny that Conscience in like manner 
may have mocked, and grief pourtrayed to th^e 
men, according to the thing that most possessed 
them ; though spirits of dreams, or of the winds, good 
or evU, did hold mighty sway on this eventful 
Christmas night ? 

Roland and Juhan, as we have seen, heard each 
his own name, and only his own, articulated by the 
wind. Each desired to appropriate to himself the 
compHmentary distinction, to the exclusion of the 
other. How were they to arrange this Httie mal 
entendu ? Who should decide ? They might, to be 
sure, solve it, hibemic^, by appealing to the arbitra- 
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ment of fisticuffs, but the brotherhood of sorrow, the 
sacredness of the scene, and, above all, the frostiness of 
the morning, would have cooled any such inclination. 

The sibilant wind abruptly terminated the 
debate : it rustled by again with a wailing sound, 
breathing another name — " Agatha /^' 

Both the young men start as if electrified. 

At. the same instant Roland's eye alights upon 
the name carven upon the gravestone* To the 
great amazement of Julian, he gazes upon it in an 
agony of surprise, presses his hand to his heart, wipes 
the large sweat drops firom his face, and then falls 
kneeling upon the spot where Julian had knelt. "Is 
this thy resting place, O, my sister Agatha, after 
thy cruel pilgrimage? Is it here that thy patient 
heart lies, and the head upon which I have heaped 
many sorrows? Is it here only that I can expiate 
the bitter wrong that I have done thee, and here '' — 

Julian was in the very act of seizing the intruder 
by the throat, for thus profaning the grave of his 
beloved wife, when a voice behind them said : — 

" Gentlemen, Tm afeard you'U both catch mortal 
bad colds, acting here in the grave-yard, which isn't 
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exactly the place for those games. Hadn^t you 
better move on V 

Julian relinquished his hold of Roland, and 
turned upon the intruder. " Who are you, sir, that 
you dare interrupt us V 

" I'm Mister Abram Griffin, the verger, and a 
sworn constable beside, that's all.'' 

"You are in authority, then," answered Julian, 
cooling down, " and had a right to interfere with us, 
not knowing either my grievance or me." 

" Yes, sir ; — hadn't you better move on 1 " 

" I will do so when I have gained the information 
I seek respecting — ^" Julian pointed to the grave — 
" respecting herf' 

" Oh, I can give you any information, sir." 

"Ah!" ejaculated Julian, seizing the verger by 
the arm, " You knew her V 

"Lor love you, yes, to be sure I did — ^nice 
creater ! " 

"Did she die well cared for, oh, say?" earnestly 
gasped the young man. 

" Bless you, yes ; she did'nt want for anything." 

" Thank Heaven ! and did she die — calm ?" 



AGATHA. 167 

" Like an infant !" 

"And happy r' 

" Aye, tappy as could be, sir/' 

" And had every comfort 1 " 

" When I say that my wife nurst her all through 
her illness, — that's speaking volumes." 

" Oh, Mr. Griffin," exclaimed Julian, almost fling- 
ing himself into the arms of the ecclesiastical 
functionary, "the comfort you afford me is beyond 
the expression of words! Oh, my wife, my dear, 
dear wife, so mysteriously lost to me, this assu- 
rance of thy placid end reconciles me in some degree 
to my bereavement ! " 

"Eh, sixV interrupted the verger, considerably 
dumbfounded, " Beg your pardon, sir, but — " 

" You knew her well, you say V' again demanded 
Juhan, disregarding Mr. Griffin's embarrassment. 

" To be sure I did." 

"Her light form, — ^her refined features, — ^her 
dehcate complexion, — ^her golden hair ? Tell me, good 
sir, tell me!'' 

"Well," responded Abram, scratching his head, 
" as for light form, to be sure, she was thin enough 
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at the last, but I have known her a good twelve 
stone ; — ^and — ^features, they might have been as you 
say, refined, half a century back ; and complexion 
the same, though latterly she took to the brandy 
bottle imcommonly, — red nose in consequence; — 
and lastly, golden hair, I think you said? — ^yeller it 
was, and no mistake — a regular hemp front, very 
common sort — " 

" Monster !" yelled the forlorn JuHan, " how dare 
you mock a husband's feelings thus ! What means 
this unseasonable jest? — ^for jest it is, or else you 
did not know her !" 

" I ought to do, at any rate,^' replied Mr. GriflSn, 
drawing a paper from his pocket, " for this is what^s 
to be put on the headstone, only that drunken 
rascal of a mason hasn't finished it yet : — 

Sarrjeir 

TO TH E MEMORY OF 

AGATHA, 

WIDOW OF SILAS FIRKIN^ 

BUTTERMAN OF HIGH STREET. 

Obiit August 3. Aged 69. 

She Lived Respected and Died Lamented. 
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That's clear enough, I think, gentlemen; may-be 
you've foiind a mare's nesf?" and Abram retiirned 
the draft of the inscription to his pocket with a 
comical glance at the afflicted mourners. 

When Julian found that he had been shedding 
tears upon the sacred ashes of a butterman's rehct, 
instead of his own lamented wife, his sense of morti- 
fication could scarcely counterbalance his sense of 
the ridiculous. He turned to Roland, who was 
dusting the soil from the knees of his trousers, and 
said, " My friend, I begin to think that we may both 
have yielded too readily to our susceptibilities : we 
have both been shedding our scalding tears of 
Regret and Remorse upon the dust of the venerable 
Mrs. Firkin, in the place of other Agathas, — one a 
sister to yo\i, — another a wife to me. Had we for a 
moment reflected, we might have known that there 
must be fifty Agathas in this good city! Our 
search, therefore, for the cherished objects of our 
respective sorrows remains unrequited. But let us 
not allow our strange encounter to pass away 
without profit. The Minster doors stand open. Let 
us geek its shelter ; let us accept the solace it ofiers ; 
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let US still our troubled minds with the blessed 
healing of God's Book." 

" With all my heart, sir ; had you not proposed 
it, a powerful inclination within me would have led 
me thither. Let us go." 

"That's right, gentlemen," ventured the verger, 
his face lighting up with genuine satisfaction. " And 
if you like to make acquaintance with his Reverence^ 
I'm sure he will be very happy. But you won't 
be able to speak to him till he has performed the 
special thanksgiving, after the service, at the desire 
of a young woman — friend of mine — for mercies and 
a great deliverance vouchsafed unto her." 

"Be it so," replied the companions; and they 
reverently entered the chiu-ch, both of them together. 



c>c><7y:^TC^ :^0 
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(^HE solemn grandeur of 
the old Minster aisles 
seems more impressive 
to-day than usual. The 
very air is unlike the 
air without, and the 
quiet is scarcely of 
earth. A subdued light 
(gloom rather than 
hght) filters through 
the richly dyed win- 
dows, mingling every 
tint and hue upon the 
monotonous grey of pillar and wall. The bold span 
of the arches, the noble shafts, the massive beams, 
M 2 
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the carved groins, tlie monumental brasses, the piire 
marbles, and the heraldic memorials, all appear to- 
day combined to impress the beholder with peculiar 
reverence. 

Julian and Roland both felt the unwonted 
influence as they entered the sacred portals, and took 
their seats in front of the reading desk. 

Presently Mr. Grifiin, the verger, ushered in a 
female who passed up the aisle with faltering step. 
It was Magdalen. Mr. Griffin would have located 
her in the very best and most select pew in the 
edifice, with cushions, hassocks, carpet, and all other 
appliances for luxurious penitence and comfortable 
humiliation ; but she chose the humblest spot for her 
devotions, and sat upon the pulpit steps. 

Beside her a golden-haired child reposed in a 
young girl's arms. It was her babe ; his nurse was 
Nancy. There, soothed into sweet slumber, he lay 
as pure and far more lovely than the marble seraphs 
that dotted the walls around him. 

It was Innocent's Day. Morning prayers were 
read, and the general congregation departed. The 
venerable priest remained in his desk, for he had 
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been apprized that a womian present desired to offer 
up special praise and thanksgiving to Heaven for a 
great deliverance from peril of fire. 

As the deep-throated organ gave forth the last 
voluminous tones of the Dismissal, its utterance 
seemed never so rich nor so enthralling. Its echoes 
dwelt long amid the arched recesses; seemed to 
linger along the galleries ; to rebound again and 
again froia the concave roof; to murmur to and firo 
the aisles, and in and out the tinctured windows ; and 
to die at last in the softest cadences upon the altar. 

The minister quitted the desk and passed to the 
communion table. The woman who had cast herself 
upon the pulpit steps followed him, and knelt down 
in silent prayer. 

Roland and Julian, the only members of the 
congregation remaining, likewise followed : obeying 
an involuntary impulse so to do. Juhan rose first, 
for, beside the deep religious and irresistible force 
which drew him thither, he thought he recognised 
the features of the priest. He passed slowly up to 
the table, and knelt beside the prostrate woman. 

Roland followed his companion. He felt that he 



had especial need of repentance. He too knelt upo 
the altar steps. 

Then within those three breasts were awaJcena 
emotions the intensest and the purest, of gratitudt 
of repentance, and of hope. What there had beei 
of shame, of sorrow, or of sin, that cahn inteirva 
of secret prayer assuaged the pang and mitigatet 
the bitterness. 

The priest, comprehending that some extraor 
dinary conflict of feeling, differing in each, wai 
agitating all alike, compaasionated thdr aecre' 
emotions, and breathed an earnest prayer over then 
in silence. 

Teara stood in the eyes of Mr. GrifBn, the rerger 
Up to this moment, attired in the gold and scarlei 
insignia of his office, all the force and severity of hif 
official character had appeared in their superlativ* 
degree, — in fact, the Griffin had stood revealed. Bu1 
now, as we have said, tears stood in the vergOT'i 
eyes, and the Griffin was again a lamb confest. H< 
gazed with parental tenderness upon the forlorc 
woman, bowed to the earth in humhle prayer ; and 
as a soft iridescent flood of light fell upon her, he 
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thought in his kind and simple heart to this effect : 
" Surely this woman, fallen from her good repute, 
and cast out from amongst unforgiving men, j&nds 
refuge and strength at the footstool of her God !^^ 

Magdalen, absorbed in her devotion, unconsciously 
broke the stillness. In her prayer she murmiu*ed 
audibly these words : — " Bless and reward, O Father, 
him who would have rescued my child ! " 

At the sound of her voice a thrill shot through 
the hearts of the young men on either side of her, 
and whose presence she had not remarked. 

"And forgive,'' she continued, "forgive the 
repentant Magdalen who casts herself at Thy feet, 
and, at Thy good pleasure, restore to her the lost 
blessing of memory!" As she thus fervently spoke, 
her eyes fell upon the priest before her, she raised 
her hands in unutterable wonderment, for in him 
she recognized the priest of her dream ! 

Hark! Hark to the tmnult of the wild winds 
now, as they catch and reverberate the cry that 
escapes her lips, — ^for the dream of the night flashes 
before her mind, and, swift, vivid, palpable, reveals 
in an instant the hitherto Blank in her memory! 
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and at the same supreme moment she becomes aware 
that she wears a ring — a, marriage ring ! 

" Oh, sir," she cries, in an agony of fear and hope, 
as her hair, escaping its bonds, ripples in a golden 
stream about her, "oh, sir, tell me — ^am I in my 
perfect mind '? am I Magdalen the castaway, or — '' 

Agatha, my sister !" 

Agatha, my wife ! " 
were the simultaneous ejaculations of the two 
young men as they bounded to their feet. Both 
extended their arms to catch her sinking form. She 
very properly fell into those of her husband. 
^k -i'? ^k ^ ^ 

" God be praised ! " solemnly pronoimced the 
pastor, when the solution of the enigma dawned 
upon his mind. 

" Amen ! " responded the husband, brother, and 
Mr. Griffin. 

" Amen ! " echoed a faint but touching voice : it 
was Agatha's. 

" W7'ong-tO'right'and'rig1it'tO'Wrong " carolled the 
Minster bells without, chiming the quarters ; and 
<< Wrong'to-right-and-right-to-'wrong " reverberated 
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along the galleries and through the aisles, rebounding 
from the hollow roof, darting in and out the 
muUioned recesses, and at length dying in a soft 
whisper over the altar, *' for-ever-and-for-ever ! '' 

it. -L ^- ^ ^ 
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And here, as Agatha is being borne into the 
vestry in an unconscious state, we feel that the 
moment has arrived to lower the curtain, educe the 
moral that is intended to adorn the tale, and obey 
the dramatic law of winding up with an eflFective 
tableau. 

But oiu* valedictory address is interrupted by the 
voice, neither still nor small, of our captious reader, 
who thinks it necessary to assure us that his sagacity 
has never once been at fault in divining the consum- 
mation of this history ; but that he knew all along 
that Magdalen and Agatha were one and the same 
individual, — ^that she had adopted the alias as most 
befitting the woman who, having erred as she con- 
ceived she had erred, repented ; and, further, that aU 
the apparently preternatural causes and effects were 
nowise pretematiu*al, but, on the contrary, easily 
assignable to nature and the capricious law of chance. 



1 78 AGATHA. 

We, the historian, will so far justify our character 
for urbanity and tolerance, as to grant audience to our 
captious reader. We are all attention, not too proud 
to learn ;— on the contrary, if there is any coherence 
in the odds and ends of this chropicle (which we 
positively doubt), we shall be bound by a deep debt 
of gratitude to our captious reader for indicating it. 
He says : — 

"Agatha (that is, Magdalen) had been lawftilly 
wedded, — ^that was clear all along. 

" Shortly after marriage, (see Magdalen's dream) 
she was laid upon a sick-bed, — ^fever. That fever 
impaired her mental faculties — her memory — as fevers 
often do. Polly Griffin nursed her in that iUness. 

" One fine day her wedding ring slipped firom her 
thin finger. It was lost. On that same fine day 
her memory forsook her (quite a possible coincidence). 
Illusions took its place. She imagined that she had 
not been lawfully wedded ; overwhelmed with horror 
and shame, she forsook her bed, — ^fled her home, 
and sought seciurity (or rather obscurity) in the 
great city, where she gained a scant livelihood as 
a seamstress. A child was born. 
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" These points/' says our captious reader, " are 
as clear as the sun at noon. It is equally clear to 
me/' he continues, "that Agatha's wedding ring 
got mixed up somehow with Polly Griffin's * things/ 
and was consequently deported by that exemplary 
attendant in her bundle when she returned to the 
bosom of her lord, the verger. When the ring did 
turn up, the good soul didn't for a moment imagine 
that it belonged to the lady she had been nursiag, 
of course — ^how should she ? — ^besides, it wasn't her 
business to look out for an owner, so she did the 
simple straightforward thing of — ^keeping it, and 
laying it by id an ancient teacaddy against the day 
when her niece, little Nancy, should bestow her 
pretty Uttle hand. All this is quite lucid to me, 

"Roland was Agatha's brother; (see Roland's 
dream) and had done as brothers have done before, 
and as brothers will do again, that is, hocussed his 
sister, got all the property, — cash, plate, furniture 
and other eflfects, — and ' forgot ' to make a provision 
for said sister. 

" She had married without his knowledge, and 
he had found it convenient to forget said sister, imtil 
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on this particular night his conscience awoke ' and 
smote him, and even went so far as to exaggerate 
his sin of omission into the greater sin of having 
'murdered her. Quite right ; — fine moral point, I 
approve of that notion immensely,^' proceeds our 
captious reader, patronising us. "He actually did 
conceive and indite a confession, while somnolent, 
of the uncommitted crime, and natiurally reduced it to 
fractions when wide awake, — ^most people would have 
done the same thiag; but he was an egregious ... to 
tlirow the pieces out of the window. This his con- 
science (or his common sense) told him, and their re- 
appearance at critical moments was a fact of his lively 
imagiaation, and not by any means a de facto fact. 

" Julian, the husband, had sought in vain for the 
fugitive, and it is to be presumed (though the 
history is far from explicit on this point) that he had 
reason to believe that Agatha was dead. Being 
a flighty gentleman, it was quite natiural that he 
should hear her name in every sound; and their 
prophetic intercourse (see his dream) was a con- 
glomeration of conscience, conjugal love, the yellow 
hair'd baby, and the fire. 
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" Agatha's restoration of memory (see her dream), 
coincident with the ingenious repossession of her 
ring, is another evidence of the unity of incongruity. 
No doubt, the excitement of the night had stimulated 
the dormant faculties of her mind, which thus 
recovered its lapsed power of memory, — ^a thing 
quite consistent with nature ; and, lastly, 

" The winds blew for all, as is their wont, and 
it requires no great effort of imagination to interpret 
their fitful gusts into 'Agatha,' 'Julian,^ ' RolaridJ 
'JBrownJ *JonesJ ^liobimoriy or any name we 
please. 

*' — Unless,^^ abruptly adds our pellucid critic, as a 
luminous idea occurs to him, " unless all these * spirit 
manifestations' are introduced for the purpose of 
pandering to the monstrous humbug of the hour, — ^in 
which case the author incurs the pity of all right- 
thinking people ; — but no — with all his blunders, I . 
will acquit him of that sin against sense ! Therefore, — 
a-haw, — ^making aU due allowance for the poverty of 
resource which imports into a small book murder, 
madness, fire, somnambulism, suicide, poison, fairies, 
ghosts, dishevelled tresses, and all the other 
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stirring machinery of the Minerva Press," concludes 
our captious reader with a yawn, " we acknowledge — 
a-hem — that there is — aw— scmw little verisimilitude 
in this extravaganza." 

We meekly and grateftilly press to our Ups the 
hem of our captious reader's poncho. 

a ii ^ * * 

As Julian hung over the inanimate form of his 
long-lost wife, and Roland, in his character of medical 
man, bathed his sister's brow, and watched her slowly 
returning consciousness with anxious apprehension,' 
a small voice, a tiny chuckle— in fact, the " dad-dad " 
with which lordly man first expresses the burning 
thoughts that are in him, — the " dad-dad " with 
which the tongue of the poet, the philosopher, and 
the patriot, first finds utterance; — "dad-dad," we say, 
reached Julian's ear. He turned his eyes in the 
direction of the sound, and beheld the plump arms 
of a Uttle golden-haired child extended towards him. 
The child was the child of his dream 1 

Then Truth, like a shaft of intense light, iUumined 
the hitherto doubt and darkness of his mind, — he 
felt that he was father to that child ! and when 
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Agatha awoke from her swoon, he was holding the 
glowing beauty in his arms. In an instant, husband, 
mother and child were locked in one lasting embrace. 

Need more be told 1 

Need we delineate in pathetic terms the complete 
joy of the mother when she discovered that the 
father was the would-be saviour of the child 1 

Need we stir the crystal waters of sympathy 
and deUght, by relating that Roland, the brother, 
did then and there produce another document, (aided 
and abetted in its formula by Julianas legal and 
marital acumen) dividing his worldly possessions 
with the sister he had wronged ; and how, within 
five minutes of that act of reparation, he, Roland, 
(but no one else) did behold the animated scraps 
of the first terrible document dance like moths into 
the vestry, and then plunge into the depth of the 
fire, — to appear no more ? And need we attempt (but 
fail) to pen the nervous, holy, simple and consolatory 
words of the venerable priest, who, recognising 
Agatha and Julian, whom he had joined together 



4 
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two years before, now expatiated on the wonderfiil 
ways of a ruling Providence, which strikes from our 
lips the too-dearly cherished cup of numdane bliss, 
and, submitting us to the ordeal of trial, at length 
turns our very calamity into a restitution of happi- 
ness, far purer and far more entire than that of old, 
seeing that the fire of affliction has purged it, and 
left it less of earth earthy'? And need we relate 
how, at a sign from the good Christian pastor, the 
group again assembled at the altar steps, and there, 
together kneeling, partook of the bread and of the 
wine which, symboHsing the Great Restitution whereof 
this was but a passing shadow, gave comfort for the 
past, and hope for the time to come ? 

And need we unveil the pui*e, joyous, contented 
httle heart that beat within the bosom of the child 
Nancy, as she exulted in secret over the blessed 
issue (as she devoutly beUeved it to be) of her httle 
fraudulent work of charity ? 

And need we do more than notify that the 
austerely correct Mrs, Griffin, having restored the 
geometrical order of stools and chairs, sat down to 
think upon the thing that had so disquieted her; 
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and that, the mental process being characteristically 
precise and rapid, she presently exclaimed: ^'Yes, 
the vagrant took it ! " and at once crossed the 
sanctuary and entered the cathedral ; and that she 
was in the very act of denoiuicing her guest as an 
" impudent thief,'' when Agatha, leaning on the arm 
of her husband, was recognised beyond a doubt as 
the lady she had nurst with the fever ; and that 
Agatha, Hkewise recognising Polly as her late 
attendant, greeted her with the greatest kindness, 
talking of former days, and thanking her gratefully 
for her hospitality? And need we do more than 
hint that the child Nancy (who never divulged her 
dear secret) was well cared-for by Julian and Agatha, 
her pure Httle mind and tender heart being trained 
under their guidance to the well-being of her after 
life? and that the re-possession of the ring, which 
was identified by the motto engraved within it : 

"ALL GOOD TO AGATHA THE GOOD." 

was for ever a mystery to all but the child, and 
especially to Agatha, who at length persuaded herself 
that she had never lost it at all ? 

And need we wind up with a touching homily 

N 
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upon patience as applied to Agatha, and upon hope 
as applied to Julian, and upon charity as applied 
to Roland 1 

We feel aure we need not. Our gentle readers 
(the captious one not excepted) will do all these 
things better for themselves, according to the heart, 
mind, and manner that is in them ; so we will 
cOBtent ourself with recording the unexpressed 
thought of Mr. Griffin (still a lamb) : — 

" Abram, take a lesson from this young creature, 
and bear your trials patiently ; and never forget the 
text that his Reverence reads: — 'Heaviness may 
endure for a .night, but joy cometh in the 
morning!'" 




%^t ^muitx §elfrj). 



Chorus of Winds: — 



Ho— Hey, 

« 

Whoop away! 
Thorough wood and thorough vale. 
Over heath and hill we sail,— 

Ho— Hey 1 
Linger in a dreamy dell. 
Or to hurricano swell,- — 
Whoop away ! 
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Ho — Hey, 

Whoop away ! 
Up ! and guide the clouds' career, 
Smite, and scatter far and near, — 

Ho— Hey ! 
Down! and sweep the sandy plain. 
Or madly rock upon the main, — 

Whoop away ! 



Ho — Hey, 

Whoop away! 
Veil with thunder-clouds the sky. 
Pile the tempest-mountains high, — 

Ho— Hey ! 
Spill their waters with a blow, 
Drench old Ocean down below, — 
W hoop away ! 
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Ho — Hey, 

Whoop away ! 
Slumber where the flowers are hid 
Underneath their leafy lid, — 

Ho — Hey ! 
Creep where mortals sigh and sing, 
Catch a whisper on the wing, — 

Whoop away! 



Ho— Hey, 

'Whoop away! 
Chill the flowing ooze to stone, — 
Kime the woodland as we moftn 

Ho— Hey ! 
Bid flow again the frozen spring,— 
Bid hurst the blossom, as we sing 

Whoop away! 
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Ho — Hey, 

Whoop away ! 
Breathe softly ! lo, a naked child 
All new to life and undefiled, — 

Ho— Hey ! 
Attemper to its rosy breast 
The sweetest zephyr of the West, — 

Whoop away I 



Ho— Hey, 

Whoop awayl* 
Blow stoutly! lo, a flaccid sail 
Becalmed entreats the tardy gale,*^ 

Ho— Hey ! 
Give breath I give life! until, at last, 
Bird-like she flies before the blast, — 

Whoop away! 
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Ho — Hey, 

Whoop away ! 
And when we rest, or when we wage 
War in the fell tornado's rage, — 

Ho— Hey ! 
Be still our murmur in the calm — 
Be still our cry above the storm — 

Whoop away! 
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